




HE HAD IT ALL FIGURED OUT

TO THE LAST CADAVER! 

The one thing jail did for Roy Surratt was to-con

vince him thnt next time h1s crimes must be ruthlessly 

perfect. And in his cell-mate, John Venci, he met a past

master of the science of successful rnscality who could 

show him the mistakes in his scheming. Together they 

worked out a future career that wouldn't be outwitted. 

But when noy SwTatt broke out to put their plans 

into action, Venci was dead. And Roy was to learn the 

hard way that between the theory and the practice of 

crime, there wus a murderous world of difference! 

Tm·n thi,1 liook o·rnr for 

second complcie novel 
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CHAPTER ONE 

THE ROCK was about the size of a man's head. A beautiful 
rock, about twenty pounds nf it, and somehow I had to get 
over to it. The minute I saw it I knew that rock was just 
tbe thing I needed. This is going to take some doing, I 
thought, but I have to get my hands on that rock. 

Corgan yelled, "Get the lead out, Surratt! This ain't no 
goddamn picnic!" 

Corgan was one of the prison guards, a red-faced, hairy
anned ,1nthrop1>id, sadist by imtinct, moron h�• breeding. 
His lips curled in a grin and he lifted his Winchester 30-30 
and pointed it straight at my chest. Thero was nothing in 
the world he would like belle!" than an excuse to kill me. 
He had had his eye on me for a long time. 

You sonofahitch. I thought, if you knew what was good 
for rou, you would pull that trigger righl now, because 
five minutes from now it's going to be too btd 

But not now. Right now I was goinf( to be the model 
prisoner, I was going to dig into tlwt stinkin!-(. smoking as
phalt and I was going to let Corgan enjoy l1irnself. In the 
meantime I lwd to get to that rock. 

There wen: fo11rteen of us 0111 there, twclvl' prL�oners and 
two guards. \Ve were right out in the middle of God's no
where. Somebody had got th,• hright ide:1 that the prison 
needed an air strip, a place where the Stale dignitaries could 
.�ct their pfane� down. So that's what we were <laing out 
tl1ere, building tl1e air strip. 

We wen: ahont tluee mile� from the prison. four miles 
from the main highway, and ahout six miles from the prison 
town of Beaker. Hard ,1gai11st the prison, t.1 tht' south, there 
was a big oil refowry, so wt• had to get on the other side 
of the refinery lo build the air strip. Tho only retison we 
were ldt ont tht:re with just two guard.� w,1s we were 
trustees. Pounding �corclling asphalt ten hours a day, under 
a lwn<lred <ll,gn,c sun. was supposed to he :t privilege. 

Well, I was going to kick thdr privilege right in the faccl 
5 



6 NEVER SAY NO TO A KILLER 
But first I had to get to that rock. It was about twenty feet 

from us, over by the edge of the asphalt sl"rip, so I begm1 
working my big wooden smoother over in that direction. 
Corgan, feeling that he had got a hook in me, was reluctant 
to let it go. He moved over to the edge of tht: strip, that 
30-30 still aimed at my heart. 

"Get the lead out, Surratt! This ain't no goddamn picnic!" 
One dump truck had emptied its load near the end of 

the strip and was now headed back toward Beaker. Another 
truck was just beginning to tilt its bed. This would be the 
last truck we'd see for at least an hour-which was fine, 
just the way I wanted it. But I had to work fast now. I had 
to get things started before that truck drivtir finished un
loading. 

I lifted my head for just an instant, just long enough to 
get the complete picture in my mind. The other prisoners 
were slightly ahead of me, with their heavy smoothers, 
tampers, rakes, wading ankle deep in that steaming bbck 
slush. The other guard, a kid of about twenty-three, was over 
by the water keg having himself a smoke, I heard the dump 
truck's winch growl, the bed tilted sharply and. the black 
mass poured into a smoking pHe 011 the ground. 

The time had come. 
I looked at that rock; I looked at it harder than I ever 

loolced at anything in my life. I could almost feel that 30-30 
of Gorgan's and knew that he still had i t  pointed at me. There 
was absolutely no telling what ::m idiot like Corgan would 
do at a time like this. This was the most dangerous moment. 
The rest of it was planned-right at this moment, John 
Vend was waiting for me in Beaker. Five years l had worked 
on tfos, and it was perfect-all but this particular instant. 
l had to drop my smoother; I had to bend down and pick 
up that rock; and I had to do it while looking right into 
the muzzle of that \Vinchester. 

I prayed that Corgan's neolithic brain was working. If 
his brain worked, I was all right. If he simply reacted, like 
an animal, then I was sunk. That trigger finger would twitch 
and I would never know what hit me. 
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It was a calculated risk. I 11:id to take it. 
I kept staring at that rock. I had to slip the clutch he fore 

I started. I had to somehow make contact with that apelike 
mentality of Gorgau's, and the be�t way to do it was through 
curiosity. I stared at that rock as though it were the- weat
granclfather of all the rocks in the world. I gnmted, ;ts thongh 
in amazement. Tlwn I dropped the smoother. I bent down 
and took the rocks in mv hamk 

"Surratt! Goddamn vo{1, I told vou once , . , !" 
I held the l'uck temierly. I hd(( it as though ii we-re pure 

gol!1. I had gotten awa.y with it! 1 had aroused the ape's 
curiosity! 

'';\fr. Gorg,m," I sfli<l, never taking my eyes off that rock, 
"this is the damnedest thing I ever saw!"' 

"Yo11 bastard!" he snarled, "put that thing down and pick 
up that smootlu,•r! Or maybe you want lo know what a 30-30 
�Ju� in the gnts fi•els likd" 

I had hirn hooked. I could fed it. He was looking at that 
roek and not p.iying so much attention to his rifle. 

"Look at this, :\fr. Corgan!" I said. "What do you make of 
this?" 

He was hooked, all right! He forgot for a monwnt that 
he hated me. The apt' thought he ·h,td found sornething. 
Sometl1ing valuable, maybe, or anyway something very 
curious. He moved toward me, his fiat, reel face juttii1g for
w�1rd. 

His forehead wrinkled pcrpll�:,;edly. almost ns though 
he were in pain. "\Vhat the lwll! It's just a rock! .. 

"But look at this. :-.Ir. Corf!an!" I pointl'd to a pl:wc on the 
rork-a place whcrt' there was nothing. Corgan came closer. 
He saw nothing. 

At that insl':mt I think Gorg:an knew he was :1s good as 
dc�d. I could see it in those :111imal-like little t•Yes. 

That \\'as whcri I brought tlw Tllck ur with :iii' the strength 
I l1ad in my two arm.�. It cracked the point of Gorgan's chin 
and I heard l1i.� jawbone sn,1p under th<' impact. 

He- didn't make a sound. He dropped his rifle nncl started 
to foll. 
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It was very fast :md clean. I felt the strength of ten men 

as I watched him sprawl out with his face in the hot as
phalt, "Good-by, Gorgan,n I thought, Then l picked up his 
rifle and shot him. 

The otlier guard, the twenty-tl1ree-year-ol<l kid, was still 
over by the water keg. He looked as though the sky ha<l 
fallen. I started to veil and tell him lo leave his rifle alone 
and he wouldn't g�t hurt, but I saw in an instant that it 
would only be a waste of breath. 

He was a born hero, that kid. You could read it in every 
outraged line of his face. He made a dive for his rifle wl1ich 
was leaning against the water keg, but by that time I had 
m11de up my mind about heroes. He fired a quick oue, n wil<l 
one, the slug missing me by a full fifty feet, and then I got 
the center of his chest in my sights and pulled the tri!,(gcr. 
He jerked back, as though he had been hit in the gut with 
n hnmmf,r, llml th<'1n hP. foll �pmwling, n <fond hem. 

The lTuck driver was next. He was a smart hoy and lie 
certainly was no hero. I yelled for him to get out of the cab 
and he got out, fast, his hands in the air. 

"Just stny there, just the way you are," I said, and he nod
ded e:1gcrly. 

The other prisoners hadn't done a thing. They stood there 
like dumb cattle, too exhausted to make a move or n sound. 
The hell with them. I thought, and jogged over to the wnter 
keg and picked up the dead hero's rifle. 

1 called to  the truck driver: "Start getting out of your 
clothes, and be quick about it!" 

I skinned out of my dungeree prison jacket and trousers 
and got into the truck driver's blue work shirt and khaki 
pants. I felt like n new man. 

"Do you have a watch?" I said. 
He held out his arm, offering me his wrist watch. 
"Mister," he said tightly, "you want the watch, tak(� it," 
I laughed at liim. "That's considerate of you, but all I 

wrint is the time." 
It wns eleven-fifty, which was just about perfect. Noon is 

the dullest time of day-comes twelve o'clock and everybody 
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knocks off for lunch, even cops. Even prison offici:t!s and 
truck drivers. That was how I knew that no more trucks 
would be coming to the air strip until the noon hour was 
over. If anybody wanted to spread the alarm, t!iey would 
have to walk dear to the refinery, or to the highw.1y which 
would give me plenty of time to make my contact with John 
Vcnci in Beaker. 

"Don't get any cute i(foas," I said, "about slamming this 
truck into gear and getting away from me." 

His fac<� was very pale. "Mister, do I look like a fool?" 
I laughed. "No, you don't. I'd say you're a very wise man." 

CHAPTER T\VO 

IT WENT I.IKE clockwork. It couldn't hn.ve been more thnn 
hvelve-fiftcen when T parked the truck in an alley behind 
a Beaker lumber vard. 

I had been in ·the town before, bnt towns change over 
a period of .five years, and it took a few minutes to get my 
bearings. To me the town was as exciting as Manhattan. Five 
years! I got out of the truck and stood there breathing in the 
air, smelling the smells. Who would ever believe that a man 
could gorge himself on thin, pure air! 

I could do it. I drank it in like some fabulous gourmet 
ta.�ting a re.1lly great wine for the first time, better than any
thing I had ever tasted before. It was freedom. 

I was almost drunk with the realization that I was actually 
free. I walked away from the truck, and the dirty sidewalks 
of that dirty little town couldn't have felt better if they had 
been strewn with Persian carpets. 

I noticed a clock in a jewelry store vvindow, and that 
brought me hack to the business nt hand. I had almost 
finished with my part in the escape. and now it was up to  
Jolm Venci. I didn't let myself consider the possibility that 
Venci wouldn't hold up his end of the bargain. He just had 
to be there, that's all tliere was to it. If he wasn't, then it  
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was the end of Roy Surratt, and that was oue thing I didn't 
let mysdf think about. 

I quickened my pace and reached the end of Main Street 
where there was a service station-that was the first check 
point. Up ahead ,vas ,t c,1r. It was a new one and it was in 
the ri!,(ht place. I felt like laughing ,,vhen l saw that car. It 
was all I could du tr> keep from running. 

Then the roof fell in. I got even with the car and saw 
that it wnsn't Venci at all, it was a woman. She just sat there, 
looking straight ahead. l felt as thou!,(h somebody had opened 
my veins and drained out all my strength. 

Wlwre the hell was Venci! This was the p)ac,,. I knew it 
wns. Rut where the hell was he! [ walked past the cnr and 
the woman didn't m:1ke a move. I could feel panic's cold 
hand on the back of mv neck. 

I walked to the end of the block and looked back. The 
car ,md the woman were still lhere, an<l there was still no 
sign of ,John Venci. 

Get a good hold, Suratt, I told myself, bec::msc it's a long 
way down if you fall! I might as well face it; Venci wasn't 
there, and he wasn't going to come. \1.aybe something had 
gone wrong at his end, or maybe lw Ind simply cleckled th:tt 
the risk was too grt'at and had forgotten it. From now on I 
was on my own, and the odds were a million to one that I 
would never get out of Beaker alive. 

Venci 1 would t,1ke care of later, if I lived that long. Right 
now there was no time for angl·r. There was no time for 
anythi11g except lrying to think of a way to get out of this 
death tr:1p before the alarm sounded. I tho\ight of the freight 
yards, hitt'h hiking, stealing a car, and gave them all np 
immediately. Then I turned and headed back toward town, 
and l looked at that p,1rked car a!,(ain. 

I knew what I was going to do. 
I w.is going to take that car, woman and :ill. If the going 

got roup;h, she would lw my host:ige. 
I walked around to the driver's side of the car, jerked the 

door open and said, "Lady, if you enjoy liviJlg, just don't 
make a sound.� 
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I ducked my head inside. She looked at me for just a 
moment, then said, "You must be Roy Surratt." 

l stared at her. �what?'' 
"I said you must be Roy Surratt. I'm Dorris." 
I just looked at her. 
"Dorris Vcnci," she suid shortly. "John Venci is my hus

band. Now will you please get in the back seat; there are 
wme clothes back there for you." 

She was no raving beauty, but there was something about 
her that got you. I said, "Mrs. Vcm:i, you just about gave 
me heart failure. What happened to John?" 

She frowned impatiently. "Later. Do you want to get in 
the back seat or don't you?" 

I opened the door and got in the back seat. L:iid out 
beside me was a complete set of street clothes. "Change as 
quickly as possible," she said. �rn let you know if anyone 
comes." 

I started peeling down without a second invitation. "While 
I'm doing this," I said, "wil l you tell me what th.is is all 
about?" 

"John is sick," she said flatly, "so I came in his place." 
"What's wrong with him?" 
She said nothing. 
"All right, I was just asking," I said. "Where do we go 

from here?" 
"'That depends on wh;1t we hear on the radio. If it seems 

Rafe we11 go all the way to the city where-where we have 
made plan� for you. If anything comes up I'll huve to drop 
you off ' with some people I know." . 

I looked out the back window; tlw street was de:;-t'rted. 
I said, ul'm a little out Df practice with ties. Have you got a 
mirror?" 

She got one out of her bag and held it up. \Vhat I saw 
was a sm\.lirnwned mun of thirty-four, dark hair, reguhr 
features. He was no matinee idol, but ht� wasn't bad looking, 
either. 

�Do vou want me to drive?" I asked. 
"Yes: that might be better." 
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I got out of the back seat and into the front, under the 

wheel. She said, "Was there much tro�ble?" 
"No trouble at all," I said. ''It went like clockwork. But 

we'd better get out of here pretty quick because in about 
thirty minutes hell's going to break loose." 

Dorris Venci said, "It doesn't seem possible that an escape 
could be brought off with no trouble at :tll." 

"Well, there were two guards. I had to kill them." 
She looked at me. "That's nice," she said. 'Tm glad there 

wasn't any trouble." 
"I tell you it's all right, Mrs. Venci. It will be at least 

tl1irty minutes before anybody finds out about it. There's 
nobody out there but a few prisoners and a truck driver. By 
the tiine the news gets out, we'll be a long way from Beaker. 
Everything was pbnned and everything went just the way I 
wanted it." 

She said, "Do you know how to flnd State Highway 61?" 
"Sure." 
"All right, if you itre through congratulating yourself, per

haps we can get started." 
I laughed. "Whatever you say, Mrs. Venci." 
We got out of town and on the highway with no trouble 

at all. I kept looking at myself in the rear view mirror; I -
couldn't get enough of looking at myst>lf in a tie and clean 
white shirt. I had killed Corgan; I had made my escape; and 
now I was behind the wheel of a sleek new automobile. 

I didn't know the radio was on until it suddenly blared 
out: "GREENLEAF CALLING CAR 2021" 

That is all there was to it. 
"\Vhat was that?" I said. 
"The radio is tuned to the State Highway Patrol frequen

cy," Dorris Venci said. "Car 202 is beyond our range; that's 
why we couldn't hear the reply." 

"But we can ]war the Patrol headquarters. Is that right?" 
"Yes. When news of your escape reaches the prison officials 

thev will notifv the Patrol" 
.;And the P;trol will notifv us." 
"If we arc still within rm;ge." 
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Tha.t short wave rndio made a great impression on rne. 
Why, with a thing like this working: for him, a man could 
get away with murder! They'd never catch him. Then I 
thought: What are you thinking about, Surratt? You are 

getting away with murder, right this minute! 
I looked at Dorris Vend, really looked at her, for the first 

time. Until now I bad been much too busy w:ith my5t"Jf to 
pay attention to anything else, but now that it looked like 
cle:ir sailing I turned my attention to Jolm Venci's wife. 

My first impression of her ha<l been pretty accurate. She 
was good looking, but certainly no raving beauty. She wus 
a pretty good sized girl, maybe five-six, ,vith a rnther prom
inent hone structure. She had a good figure, too-maybe not 
one to stop twffic, but plenty good enough. All a man could 
reasonablv n:-;k for in a woman. 

Her eyes ·were what stopped you. I decided. They were 
brge and dark and very clear. Looking into her eyes was 
like looking into a pair of beautifully polished Zeiss lenses; 
tlwy gave you a feeling of [!;Trat depth and emptiness. 

She could have been thirty five or twenty-five- sometimes it 
is h,ml to tell about big girls. The longer I looked a! lwr the 
more beautiful she seemed to get, but I put that down to my 
bl'i11g locked away from WOTTlPll for five years. 

I hadn't even known thnt Venci had a wife, but there 
were a lot of things about Venci that I didn't know. Our 
acquaintence, although it had been very satisfactory, had 
been a brief one. An obsc-urc g:1mbling law had landed him 
in the State penitentiary for a short stretch, and for a few 
clays we had been cell mates. \Ve hadn't dwelt on personal
itii>s at all-only ideas; so it wasn't surprising that he had 
foiled to mention Dorris. 

"What time is it?" I asked. 
She looked at her watch. "A quarter of one," 
"It won't be long now. I'd like to see that warden's face 

when he gets the news. What did I tell you? Nobody but a 
handful of convicts know I've escaped." 

The radio made a liar out of me. We were moving out 
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of  line-of-sight broadcast range, but not. so far out that we 
couldn't hear Patrol headquarters when the news broke. Both 
of us listened intently for several minutes as my description 
was given: a description of the truck driver's cl{)thes that I 
was supposed to be wearing, a description of tl1c truck I was 
supposed to be driving. 

I l:rnghed. "What a shock they would get if they could 
see tlidr escaped convict now, decked out in rm oxford gray 
suit, driving a new Lincoln, a beautiful woman beside him." 

"That's enough of that,n she said. "\Ve have a long way 
to go before you are safe." 

.. Al! right, hut could you tell me just where we are going?" 
"To Lake Citv, if there are no complications. You will be 

safe there for a ·while." 
"Lnke City suits me fine. By the wtty, it occurs to me that 

I haven't thanked you for ever�'1:hing you've clone." 
"Don't bother," she said, lookiniz straight ahead. "This 

isn't a free ride. Yon'II be expected to earn your passage when 
we get to Lake City." 

· I would earn my passage, all right. I had kno,,11 that 
from the lir�t; it didn't bother me-John Venci's work was 
my kind of work, and we'd get along. 

Tl1at started me thinking about Vend, and the way we 
had arranged this escape almost a year ago. It had heen a 
beautiful set-up, as absolutely perfect as a circle. We h.1d 
started with a basic tn1th which held that the actual p1ison 
break was the least important cletnil of a succi�ssful escape. 
\Vith n little care, any moron could ,:,rash out of  prison-he 
could stay on his good behavior, become a trustee and 
simply w,1lk away, if that's all there was to it. 

But th{'re was a lot more to it than that. Those first few 
hours, those first two or three hours after thl! initial cm.sh
out- they were the hours that killed you. You had to hnve 
help, that was the main thing, and without it you were beat 
before you started. "The initial break," Vend had told me, 
"will be up to you. Niue months and 111 be out of this place; 
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I'll be in a position to help you, but I'm not going to try 
anything as crude as smuggling you a gun, is that clear?" 

"Perfectly." 
"Nine months you'll have to think about it, make it good." 
"I could do it tomorrow. I could crnsh out of tl1is rock 

pile and make it as far as Beaker before they knew what 
hit them." 

"Nevertheless, you w"i)l wait the nine months if you really 
mean business, if you have the brains I think you h,we." 

He was completely humorless, John Venci-or I bud 
thought �o at the time. He was small, lean, extremely in• 
tense, and he had a brain that was as immaculate and keen 
11s a scalpel. When John VtJnci took a liking to a man it 
made all the difference in the world; you were suddenly 
somebody to be reckoned with, you ,1mou11ted to something, 
No con dared cross you after the word got around that John 
V@.Jlci had taken :i liking to you-it was the best thing that 
could happen, nnd it had happened to me. On the other hand, 
the worst thing that could happen to a man was to get 
Venci down on you, and the cons knew that too. 

Almost from the first we had hit it off, which may sound 
strange. John Venci was olcl enough to be my father. He 
was the mastt•r of his calling, which was crime. His organ• 
ization had a thousand brains and two thousand arms-arms 
that could reach anywhern, gr:16 anything. "I don't get it," 
I had said once, "a man like you, a gambling rap's nothing. 
Why did you stand still for it? \Vhy did you allow yourself 
to be put aw:1y for a streteh. even a short one?" 

Paper-thin lids had dropped over his intense eyes, ::mrl he 
had smiled with no more expression thnn a rnzor gash in n 
piece of leather. "Suppose," he said, "th:1t n very religious 
man feels the overpowering need for meditation, for recon
secration of his flagging spirit, where doe's he go?" I said, 
"A monastery, I suppose." "Exactly," he had answered. 
"\Veil, I came to prison." 

That was Joho Venci. A purist, a theorist, a perfectionist 
in crime. John Venci l1ad intelligence and imagination-and 
I think he w�s slightly mad. 
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I wanted to talk about escape, and Venci wonk! cldiv<"r a 

lecture on abstract theories of vengeance. I had bdicvcd in 
them. Our personal philosophies gave us common ground 
from the very beginning. No longer was I a nobody. 
No longer was I just another punk who hatl blundered on his 
first bank job. 

"This is ainazingl'' Vend had said. 
I said, "I fail to see anything amazing in the fact that I 

have learned to read and am capable of thought." 
"Nevertlie!ess, it is amazing! Materialism makes an in• 

trig:uing theory, but how many people have the guts to he• 
litwe it, actually believe in it, right to the bottoms of thcil· 
bleak little �ouls? How many have you known?" 

"Nut many, I guess." 
"Do you know why? It knocks their crutches from under 

them, that's why. They simply don't have what it lakes tu 
purge tht>msdves of their fantastic little guilts . . . .  " 

Then he had stopped, his eyes alive, and he had inter• 
rnpted biniself calmly: "I have in mind a certain . . .  projl•ct. 
A rather ,lu<lacious project, I might say, even for me. It will 
take a i;ood deal of thought . . .  as \veil as ;lction. Strange, 
until now I had not envisioned another actor in this-par
ticulur little dr�11m1 of mine . . .  " He had studh•d me 
blcekly, in sober concentration. "Yes." he had s:iid finally, 
"I think I could use you, Ror Surratt," 

"I �a1 ::t do you much good if I stay in this cell the rest of 
mv l1fo. 

·"N'o . . . .  Do you have a specific plan in mind?" 
"Yes. You'll be out of here in nine months. In nine months 

I'll be ready. 1'11 be the best prisoner tlwy ever saw; fl] be 
the darling of every screw in the yard; I'll endear myself to 
ever y goddamn contract guard that comes within ass-kissing 
distance of roe. I'll make myself Warden's pet even if it 
makes me vomit. In short, I']I be a trustee, :me! the initial 
crash will he a cinch. After the break 111 make it i,1to 
Beaker nuder mv own steam, and I'll somehow arra111!:c it so 
that the abrm cl!lesn't get out immediately. Furty.fiw ;ninutes 
or nn hour, I'll need that much start at len�t, and I'll get it." 
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He said nothing, so I went on. "All right, we assume, then, 
that I can make the break and reach Benker before a general 
alarm goes out. The town of Beaker, that's where I must hnve 
help. I must have n getaway car, and not a hot one, either. I 
must have a complt!te outfit of dothes, some money, some 
escape routes planned in case the unforeseeable should 
happen. That's the way it has to  be if I'm to get out of that 
town alive." 

"Yes . . . .  It can be arranged." 
"Fine. Now for the details for your end of it. First, a con

tact point. And a time for the contact. Noon is the best time, 
so we'll make i t  between twelve noon and one o'clock. Now 
the pface. I used to know the town pretty well- let's see, 
at the north end of Main Street there is a big service station, 
just before you get to the railroad tracks. That's a good 
place. easy to spot. Now west of that service station thcre is 
a quiet re�idential street, as I remember, which should he 
all right. The second block to the right of that station. mid
way in the second block, between twelve noon and one 
o'c!or.k, is that all right for the time and place of contact?" 

"'You make it sound pretty simple." 
"It tcill be simple. I'll keep it as simple as i t  humanly 

possible. After I work on this thing for nine months it will 
be perfect-all I want to know is do you go for it?" 

Only a moment's hesit.1tion, then positively: "I go for it. 
I'll see to it myself, but only for one clay a week. over a 
three month span from the ch1y thl'Y release me." 

"That's fair enough, make it Friday. Friday's the best day, 
it's always the most hectic, :rnd if there is a shortage of guards 
it will be un Friday, just before the week end." 

For one long moment he had said nothing. At last he 
murmured, "Yes . . .  Yes, it sounds all right.'' Then, with 
no waming at :1\l, he stepped furwHrd and hit me in the 
mouth with his fist. 

The sucldeness of the attack stunned me. l reeled back 
and crushed against the bars of the cell. "Goddamnit," John 
Venci hissed Wlder his breath, "fight!" 
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Then I got it. In case of an assisted escape, the cops always 

suspected the escapee's friends, and John Venci was merely 
striking off such a possibility. The entire cell block seemed 
to know the instant the first blow was struck. At the top of 
his lungs, John Venci yelled, "You sonofabitch!" Then he 
grabbed up a stook and hurled it at me, and the place burst 
into bedlam as every con in the block began rattling hars 
nnd yelling. All light! I thought. All right, there's no sense 
doing a thing ha!f wayl We might as well make it look good! 

My mouth wns pouring blood, and I'd caught one of 
Venci's shoe heels under my left eye. He kept digi-.ring in as 
though his wry life was at stake, cursing and yelling like a 
crazy man, as savage as a lion. But it was no match. He was 
tough, all right, :ind vicious, but I lw.d weiglit and youth on 
my side, and every time I knocked him crashing against the 
bars I thought: Jesus, I hope those goddamn guards break 
it up before I kill him! 

So that was John Venci, a., I knew him. He played it to 
the hilt, and by hi� rules only the winner ever walked away. 
After the brawl. after the guards finally got tired dubbing us, 
ufter their leg., wearied from kicking us, they finally dragged 
us off to the hole. 

I don't know what John Venci thought about during his 
stay in solitary, probably it didn't bother him at all. 

Wlmt I thought about was that escape. I nursed my two 
splintered ribs nnd tried to breathe as lightly as possible, and 
thought of that dazzling day nine months in the future when 
I would crash ont of this hell hole for good. And when I did, 
somebody was going to pay for those two splintered ribs. 

Still, the thing that fascinated me most through those 
endless davs of darkness was the fact that I never doubted 
John Venci. When the time came, he would be tl1ere, and I 
never doubted it for a second. I understood that it was 11ot 

going to be a free ride, and thttt I would have to "cam" my 
passage, as Dorris Vend had put it. 

That was 6ne with me; I had never cared for free rides 
anyway. 



CHAPTER THREE 

\VE HIT TOWN about nine o'clock that night, Dorris Vend and 
1, and quite a town it wo.s, too. It was like a fairyland, all 
that color, the dancing lights, garish show windows, the 
buildings. 

I was completely delighted. "This is the most wonderful 
thing I ever saw," I said. 

Donis Venci said, "Turn left at the next conier. I'll tell 
you where to go from there." 

I was afraid she was going to take me away from the lights. 
I felt like a child who had been allow<.>d to wt1tch a carousel 
for a moment and then jerked away. "Where :ire we going?" 
I said. 

"Stop h<'re," Donis said. 
"Hen. on the corner?'' 
"Yes. The Tower Hotel is just across the street. Go to the 

desk and tell the clerk you are 'William O'Connor from 
Dallas; he has your reservation." 

"This is going to be :1 little rich for me at first, but I hope 
to get used to it. What do you do while William O'Connor 
checks in?" 

"Take the car around to the hotel go.rage. Stay in your 
apartment; I'll want to talk to you hter." 

"'All right, but shouldn't I have some luggage or something. 
It's going to look pretty fishy walking into a hotel like \hut 
without any h1ggage." 

"That's been taken c:1re of," she said. "The lugg:ige is 
alread�, in your apartment." 

She thought of everything. Wei!, almost everything. I 
got out of the car, and then turned back again. '"I hate to 
bring this up." I said, "but could you let me have a dolbr?" 

Sh"' frowned. "Why?" 
"Unless hotels h:we changed a lot in Jive years, the boy 

who shows me to my room is going to expect 1nore th,m hand
shakes und fond wishes." 

19 
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It wasn't got,d for a hiugh, or even a smile. She got a 

five dollar bill out of her bag and handed it to me. I hadn't 
tl1011ght mw:h about it until now, but she was in a pretty sour 
mood and hnd been ever since I had known h�r. I headed 
for the lobby. 

"Mr. O'Connor . . .  " The de�k clerk frowned, thumbing 
through his reservation file. "Oh yes, Mr. O'Conrtor, here 
we are." He smiled, suddenly glad to see me. He motioned 
to a bellhop and said, "821 for Mr. O'Connor. Your luggage 
is already in your apartment, sir; hope you enjoy your st:1y." 

'Tm sure I will." I smiled and tried to keep my dirty hands 
and grimy fingernails hidden in my pockets. 

The so-c:11led npartment was nothing special, but it was 
certainly better thnn a prison cell. I gave the bellhop the five 
and he took ii as though it were a debt long overdue. 

"Would there be anything ebe, sir?" 
"No, thank you; that's all I can afford." 
I got tlw fish eye for an instant, just before he slipped out 

the door. Well, I thought, it has been a busy day. It ha� been 
the most wonderful dny of my life. I owed John Venci plen• 
ty, for what he had done for me this day, and I didn't mean 
to forget it. He colllcl have anything he wanted out of Roy 
Surratt, all he had to do was ask. 

I opened the bedroom closet and there were two leather 
suitcases with the initials W. o·c. stamped in gold ktters 
neut the handl�s. I opened them up and there was more 
haherdashay. 

I was standing at the window looking out at the city and 
all those exciting, dazzling lights, when tJ1ere was a knock 
at the door. It w;is Dorris Venci. 

"I was j11st looking at the city," I said. "You have no idea 
how beautiful it is to me. Look at the way those lights shim
ml:r, ther never stand still. A painter would h,we a hell of a 
time getting a thing like that on canvas." 

Dorris Venci frowned. "Vvhat are you talking about?" 
I laughed. "Nothing, I w.iess. It's just that there are .i lot 

of sights :md smells ancl sounds and experiences thnt I 
haven't been exposed to for a long time. I'll get over it." 
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"I hope it's soon. Is the apartment all right?" 
"The apartment is fine, but I'm not sure I understand all 

you're doing for me. Don't get me wrong, I appreciate all 
this and expect to pay for it, but it seems like u lot of 
trouble to go to when all I expected was a lift out of Beaker." 
Dorris looked at me, then moved ,icross the room and Sllt 
on the edge of an uncomfortable sofa. "By the way," I said, 
"when do I get to see your husband? He's not too sick to 
talk, is he?" 

Without a flick of an eyelash, she said, "My husband 
is dead." 

I wasn't sure that I had heard her correctly. "What did 
you say?" 

�My husband is de:1.cl. He was murdered a w(:ek ago.
This news stunned me. After all that had happened, after 

:i.11 that he had done for me, I simply couldn't believe that 
John Vend was dead. But it was no joke-a person didn't 
joke wl1ile looking at you the way D()!Tis Vend was looking 
at me. John Vend was dead. It was a fact tha.t l had to get 
used to. 

"I think I'll sit down," I imid. Now l knew why she had 
that soured-on-the-world look. 

I took a chair on the other side of the smnll coffee table 
and looked at Dorris Venci. "Your husband was quite a man, 
Mrs. Vent·i ," I said. "I didn't know hi!ll long enough to know 
whether I liked him or not. but I did admire him. There are 
very few people in this world who slrnre that p;lrticulnr dis
tinction." 

"Just how well did you know my hushund, Mr. Surrntt?" 
"Not very well, as I told you. He w,is in my cell three 

days and then they separated us. Oh. l knew who he was, all 
right. He was the boss of Lake City." 

She smiled, completely without humor. "\Vould you tell 
me what you and my husband talked about in prison?" 

"A lot of things: both of us had a great admiration for 
realists, tl1e only real philosophers of  modern times. Do you 
think philosophy a strange subject for a pri$on discussion? 
Well, it isn't. A man has to think in prison-work and think 
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that's about all he has time for. The bad thing about it i� 
that there are so very few people in prisons who are capable 
of thinking. We spoke about the freedom of the individual." 

"I see. The freedom of the individual to do as he pleases." 
"The freedom of the individual to do as he pleases, pro

viding he has the necessary strength." 
"Yes, there is a difference, isn't th(!re. Tell me, Mr. Surratt, 

if you had all the money you could ever want, how would 
you live out your later years?" 

"Probahly I \\·ould retire and concentrate on killing all the 
people I didn't like." 

"That," she said, "is what mv husband did." 
I sat there for a full thirty se�onds without makinA' a move. 
She was completely serious. Her face was set and her eyes 

were as cold as gunstecl. This, I thought, is the wilde�t thing 
I ever hel'lrd of in rnv life . . . but I believed it. So now I 
knew why John Ven�i had bothered to spring me-he had 
forseen the possibility of his own murder and had wanted a 
man on his side that he could tmst. 

But I was too late. Vcnci was dead. 
After a moment she said, "Mr. Surratt, did it ever occur 

to you, while you were in prison, thut my husband might not 
keep hi� part of the escape bargain?" 

"Never. After that 6.iht of ours I never saw him again, but 
I never stopped believing. You know why? Because your 
husb:md needed me as much as I needed him. For what 
reason, I didn't know at the time; I just knew we needed 
each other. He wanted a man he could trust right up to the 
brink of death, and that was me, because we had the same 
kind of brains. 

"I understand some things now. You just said that your 
husband had set out to dispose of his enemies- that can be 
dangerous business, very dangerous, with the kind of en
emies John Venci had. He was afraid his enemies would try 
to kill him before he killed them, and he wanted me around 
to see that it didn't happen." 

Mrs. Vend said, "You are wrong -igain, Mr. Surratt. John 
Venci was afwid of no one or no thing." She stood up, sud-
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denly. 'Tm not sure that I need your help, after all, Mr 
Surratt." 

I believe she would have walked out of the room if I 
hadn't crossed in front of her. "All right," I said, 'Tm wroug:. 
But l1ow about setting me right?'' 

"I'm not sure I can trust you." 
"If you can't trust me, whom can you tnist?" 
Yes, who <:ould she trust? Not many people would be cap

able or willing to pick up John Venci'� fight, against John 
Vend's enemies. "Very well," she said, after a moment's hes
itation. 'Tll think about it. I'll contact you tomorrow." 

"Just a minute," I said. "Do you happen to  know a beauty 
operator you can trost?" Her eyebrows cume up just a little. 
"I want my hairline changed," I said, "and my hair b!eachct!. 
I also want a pafr of lwmrimmccl glasses with plain lenses." 

"That can be arranged," she said, "if it proves necessary." 
She went out. 

\.Ve hadn't mentioned money, but I was thinking money 
all the time. I was thinking of all that money John Venci hnd 
made. It was Dorris's money 11mv. And she wasn't a had 
looking woman, either. Oh, no, I thought, she"s not going 
to get rid of me now! 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Tm: FmsT THl�C I did the next momin� was take a shower. 
A shower six times a clay. I thought, every damn day until I 
get the stench <lf that prison ollt of my body and soul. 

At last I got out of the shower and w;llked n,1ked and 
dripping into the sitting room and called room service. ''I'd 
like to order breakfast," I said. "A large pot of coffee and 
a. New York cut stea1k, sauted in butte!'." 

There was one thing that Dorris Venci had forgotten when 
she outfitted me and that was :r razor. I called the bell cap
tain and told him to hustle me a razor, and then l went back 
to  the bathroom and showered all over again, 
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In the light of this new duy, I could accept the death 

of my benefactor with calmness. John Venci was dead and 
there was llOthing I could do about it, so I accepted it. The 
situation wasn't exactly as I had planned it, but I had to 
make the best of it, And that was exactly what I intended to 
do. 

I had finished the stenk and eg�s nnd was working on 
the ornnge juice and coffee when the telephone rung. It was 
Donis. 

"You're moving," she said. 
"Is that sor 
'·This,_is the address. 2209 North Hampton. Come to apart-

ment 7. 
"Is th:it all I need to know?" 
"Yes," She hung up. 

It was about ten o'clock when I got to the North Hampton 
address. It was a run-of,tl1e-mill apartment building and not 
very fancy, certainly not as fancy as the Tower Hotel. I found 
apartment 7 on the first floor and knocked. There was no 
answer. I tried the door and it was unlocked, so I walked in. 

It wns a dark, dank-smelling place; sitting room, bedroom 
and bath-the same .,etup I'd had at the hotel. I raised the 
shades to let in some light, then took an armchair to wait. 
Maybe five minutes went by, then the door opened and Dorris 
came in. 

"You're prompt," she said. "That's something." 
,'\!hat's the idea of moving me to a place like thi:l? It 

smells of mice and empty bean cans." 
"Is it worse than tho place you had yesterday?" 
It was almost impossible to believe that I had been a con

vict only yesterday, that I had been wading ankle-deep in 
stinking asphalt, taking all kinds of crap from sadistic idiots 
like the late Mr. Corgan. This place wasn't so bacl after all. 

Dorris had a large bundle in one ,um and a newspaper 
under the other. She handed me the newspaper and went 
into the kitchen with the other stuff. 

"You made the front page," she said. 



NEVER SAY NO TO A KILLER 25 
"So I sec." 
"You're on the radio, too." 
'Tll bet you anything in tl1e world they're alreacl>• calling 

me the Mad Dog killer. And Corgan will be made out a 
hem. But he'll be a dead oue; you c.m bet your sweet life on 
that!" 

Dorris stepped into the kitchen doorway. "You s:ty that 
as though you enjoyed killing him." 

"I enjoyed killing Corgan. It was about the most ex
hilamt:i.ng experience of my life just watching the scmofabitch 
die." 

She stood there for a minute, then went back in the kit
chen. She was hns;,' doing something, hut I was too satisfied 
and full of �ood food to get up and see what it w:1s. I read 
part of the escape story, but it was the usual crap. 

Dorris said, "Remember what I told you when I brought 
yo� to Lake Citr,. 

that you would have to earn your passage?" 
I remember. 

She came into the room this time and stood tht'rc in front 
of me, looking at me. "The Lime has come," she said. "I 
want you tu kill a man." 

I wasn't in the least surprised. I had kno\'.rn al! along that 
the man who pulled the trigger on John Venci was going to 
g"t killed, ,md probably by me. It was in Dorris Vcnci's eyes 
every time she mentioned her husband's name. 

'Tm in debt to you," I said. "I was in debt to yom husband, 
too. A lot of thngs have been said about Roy Sunatt, but no
body ever accu�ed him of welshing on a clebt. Whom do you 
want killed?" 

She stan·d at me for n full half minute. "Until I fot vou 
in my car )-'Csterday," she said quietly, "My hush,1nd �vas 
the only completely evil man I ever knew. But you're just 
like him; you're enough like him to be the son he never had." 

This jarred me ;i bit, since l had been going under the 
nssumption th(lt Dorris Venci had loved her husb:md. But 
I was beginning to learn that she was the kind of woman who 
said and did some pretty erratic things, things that you had 
to take in stride. 
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''I'll take that as a compliment," I said. "By my mles it 
would be a great honor being John Vt?nci's son. Ilut let's 
get something str:iight, just for the record. This pcrsou you 
waut killed, he's the one who mmden•d vour hush:md, or 
had it done, isn't he? That being the ells�. you must have 
loved yom husband very m11ch, in spite of this thing that 
obsessed him, this thing you call 'evil'. Or maybe hec,ll!se 
of it. Yoti don't have to answer, because it is written all over 
you; you loved him. What I want to k1rnw is why clo you look 
down your nose at me if I'm so much like the husband you 
loved?" 

She just .�tared at me with those Zeiss lens eyes of hers. 
I didn't like being stared at like that; it was abm.1t time to 
tnke Dorris Venci clown a peg or two. 

"You kno·w," I said, "I've �ot a funny foeling ahout you, 
Mrs. Vl'nci. You hrouglit up the subject of evil just a 
minute a�o, and still you were in love with :.1 man like John 
Venci. Now a situation like th:tl makes for some interesting 
theori1.i11�. App;uently yon have a perfectly normal and con
ventional loathing for evil. but :t look at the record will 
show that y·ou are obviously attracted by it, too. ,vouldn't 
you say this is an inlcrestinp; coulracliction?" 

I smiled, enjoying myself. She wasn't so damn snooty now, 
and there was a difference in tlw wav .�he star!"d at me. 

"Inkr<·.�ting." I said. "still these' contradictions are en
CDtmtered every day. Sane-mad, pm-anti. they're all sep
arated bv the thinnest thread. One kind of fanaticism can 
be exch;mgcd for ;mother." 

She stood there rigid ::md icy. "Roy Surratt!" she sneered. 
"Mur�l�rer,,, thief, blasphemer. You're a fine one to talk about 
fanaticism. 

"Tell me something, just one more thing. I'd like to know 
why a woine1n who Jo;;thes evil would marry a man like John 
Vend." 

I stared into the empty depth of those empty eyes and 
knew that she was frightened. She almost foghtencd me, the 
wav she looked. 

i bad started the thing as a gag because she h,id made 



NEVER SAY NO TO A KILLER 27 

me sore. There I was offoring lo kill a man, just for her, be
cause she wanted him killed. I was going to do it, ,md what 
did she do? She had stoml there looking down her nose at me, 
looking at me as though I'd been something the dog had 
dragged in 011 her clean carpet, and that made me hum! 

That wns when I had started probing. \.Ye'll see about this 
superior business, I tho11�hl. I'll stiek pins in her, and keep 
sticking pius in her until I hit a nerve, and then we'll just 
open her np and see what makes this bitch tick. I was 
getting pretty tired of people looking down their noses at me. 

Now she just .�tood there, stari11g. 
What the hell have I got on my lmnds? I thought. Christ, 

she gave me the willies, standing tlwre like a piece of ice 
st:ituar�•, those eyes of hers fixed 011 me. 

You'd bdter figure it out, I thought. and pretty fast too, 
bceJ.use she looks like she's about rendy to blow up in your 
face. Oh, she looked cool enough, she looked icy, but a 
bomb looks cool too until you move up closer and hear the 
timing mechanism ticking away tl1e seconds, and then you 
know you'd better find the fuse and disarm it, and not take 
nil day about it, either. 

I took a step toward her and she backed nwav, like a shad
ow backing away, and tl10�e eyes nevc�r looked at anything 
but my eyes. By God, I thought, I'm going to �top sticking 
pins in people. especially broads. 

And th,it was when I pegged her. 
Sndde n ly a !l the pieces foll in to p !ace, and I !,'Tinned. I 

had Dorris Venci pegged now, sure as hell! 
I said, "\Vhat's wrong with you, Mrs. Vcnci?" 
She didn't make a sound. 
I took a -�kp forward ;md she moved back until her back 

was against the wall. You could almost hear the Sl'rcam in 
her eyes. I knew her littl1! secret now, and it had been the 
simplest thing in the world, once I got the scent of it. 

All I had to do was ask myself what kind of woman was 
it that would go for John Venci, really go for him, not Jove 
him. neccssarfh-? That was where I had been throw11 off
confusing love ·with something else. Once I got lmt:k 011 the 
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right track, the answer was simple, John Venci had been 
a tough boy; he had hnd a good, hard tough brain. Tough! 
Su any woman who went for Jonh Venci had to he a 
glutton for punishment. And that was the answer. 

There was nothing new or unique about it; masochism 
is ns old as Adnm. 

I s:iid. "Yon look upset, Mrs. Vend. Why clon't you sit 
down and take it easy for a minute," 

She said, "Don't touch me! Don't tor,ch mt•!" 
"Gods don't die. :-.trs. Vend." I said, "reallv thev don't." 
She made a small, thin sound-thinner tl;an .. · �pider's 

thread, harder than iron, and I gi·abhed her, I grabbed one 
shonklr:,r and jerk<'d her �round. then I caught her wrist, 
twisting it behind her. and threw a hnmmer-!r,ck on hrr. Her 
mouth snapped open and that thin little �ouncl C'tlnl{' out 
again as I put niy back into it. I applit>cl the pr..-ssurc. I jerked 
up on her unn find jammed her clinched Rst against the 
base of her skull. 

She was very strcmg for a woman, and it wris no e:-tsy 
matter keeping the hammer-lock on her. She fought like a 
tigercss, hissing. cursing. dawing, and then she tram:wcl down 
on my in.�tep with tlw point of lier French heel and I damn 
near tore her arm off al the shoulder. 

"Don't!" �he said, her voice sounding like it was heirig 
sqnec-.cd through a st,ive. "Don't! Don't! Don't! , . .  " Then 
it trnilecl o/F :md s\w began shmldc-ring. 

I had her hard aµ:ainst the waU now and she suddenl y 
tumecl to jdly in mv hnncls. She hnd no more strength or 
resista1we thnn a pih• of quivering flesh. I wai; com1;letP!y 
facinatecl with this tr:msformatio11. OF mursl', I had he:1rcl 
about masochism. but this was the first time I ever walked 
up to it and lookt'd it in the face, 

\V]ie11 l put my back into that hnmmer-lock it was jnst 
like throwing n switch that set off fl blast forn:tce. I co11kl 
feel 111st surge through her like n thnus:md volt shock. She 
gasped ;mcl dosed her e�·es and mashed herself ngainst me, 
making littJe whimpering sounds, sounds like a whipped dog 
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makes, a <log that is so completely broken that it is afraid 
to yelp. 

I could h:we had her. There is absolutclv no doubt about 
that; I could have had her but the phe1;omenon itself so 
completely fosdnated me that I almost forgot for a while what 
it meont. But it crossed my mind, all light, you <.'Hll bet 
your life on it. l t  wasn't because I didn't think of it that 
nothing ]1appened. 

It simply wouldn't be the smart thing to do-it would 
indicate that I needed lwr more than she needed me, and 
that would not do. I let her go. 

She couldn't believe it. She stnred at me, wniting, her 
breathing wry shallow and rnpid, tllld at last s)l{' realized 
that I was nut following through. There was homir in her 
eyes. She leaned against the wall, she pressed her face tu the 
wall, bitiug her lower lip as great tears spilled down her 
cheeks. 

I said, "\Ve learn something every day, do11't we Mrs. 
Venci? Today we learned who's boss, isn't that right?" 

I took ll<'r arm again. "Isn't that right?" 
She nodded. Quickly, eagerly, the instant I trmc:hcd her. 
"All right," I said. "You'd bettl'r rPlax; we've still got 

some bminess to talk ov,�r, remember)'" 
I went to tlw kitchen a11d had a glass of water. I thought: 

1 hope she never finds out what that cost me! 
I began to calm down, slowly. I reskd against the 1-: itehen 

sink ;;ind h,1d [mother gh�s of water ;md after n while I 
felt pretty good, pretty 1iroud of mysdf. 

Yes sir, l thought, thing.� are looking up. They certainlv 
arc! I had possc.,.�ed her us completely us if I hud laili he;; 
I was boss uowl 

CHAPTER FIVE 

I c.urn 1:.:1·0 the sitting room and she was on the• sofa, 
crumpled on the sofa like a discarded plaster mnu.ikin. "How 
about a glass of water?" I Sllid. 
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She made no sound. The best thing to do, I decided, was 

let her alone until she pulled hcrsdf together. You think 
y/Jt1T nerves and glands took a beating, S11rr:1lt, I th1>11ght. 
Think what it must havc done to hers! So I tuok a d1,1ir in 
the comer of the room and waited. I was in no hurry. 

It gav,: me time to think, and I neeclc<l some time to think. 
Things wen:1 happeni11g fast. It was about time to look a
row,d and see just where I was. 

I h,1d an angle now. 1 had a womnn who was scared 
to death of her own abnormalities, who tried to cover them 
up, hide them, call them by strange names. A womnu like 
that nddcd up to an augle that a man could really get his 
flngers into. That was 11uite a beginning, considering that 
this was only my second day out of prison. 

But it was ouly the hcginninp;. An idcn had heen 11ibhling 
at the edge of my brain. Dorris had mentioned that her 
husband h,1d set out to dispose of his enemies . . . .  Now 
there was an angle to my liking, because John Venei hnd 
been much too polished to try anything as crude us murder. 
There was not u1uch s:itisfaction in murder, ii was too sud
den- no, it would have been somethinp: el�e, it wunld have 
b1ocn something long-drawn-out nnd /Hied with nn!-(11ish. the 
most ex<1uisite :u1g11ish, I was sure, that it was possible to 
devise. 

And that, of course. would he mental anq11ish. 
Long-drawu-011t and filled with .ini::uish, that m11ch fit 

perfectly, but l1ow wot1ld the encl eventually be aehie\'ed? 
Then I had it. Venci had been nothing if nut logic,,1-

self-destrudion would have been his aim! Suicide! 
1 was on the ri!!;ht track now, I coul<l feel it. Great mental 

.. anguish c:11lmin:1tecl by suicide-that would have appealed to 
John Venci. So the only thing left was the metho(I with 
which he would achieve this end. One wonl came to my 
mind aulom11.tit'allv-Blackmail. 

That w,1s itl V�nci ha<l set out to lilackmail his enemies, 
and that me,1nt that he must have gone to fantastic lengths 
to gather evidence against them. 

I griuned, feeling like u million dollars. All I had to do 
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was get my hands on that evidence, rind I had just the key 
to turn the lock! I had Dorris Venci! When I get through 
"with this town, I thought, they'll think they've been hit by 
a hun-icanc! 

I went over to the sofa and shook Dorris. "Okay," I said, 
"you ready tu talk?" 

She shuddered. 
"Look," I said, 'Tm not sure how we got off on this 

tangent, bnt I know one tliing, it's time to get bad: on 
schedule. Go in the bathroom and wash your face or some
thing." 

,vhen I was a kid I used to go out on the golf course 
nnd find i,;olf b,dk Just for the hell of it I would cut the 
golf balls op1:n, cut deep into them, and the tightly-wound 
littk: bands of rubber would snap and writhe like something 
going crazy. The golf ball would go all to pieces right 
there in vour ha11d. That's what Dorris reminded me of: 
she looked like she would go all to pieces any minute. 

But she got up and went to the bathroom. After a while 
she came bu<.·k .ind I was surprised to sec thut she was almost 
norm:.l. 

I said, "You were saying something about my killing some
bodv . . .  " 

Siie glanc{'d at me, hl'r old icy self ag-ain. "I-I'm afraid 
I have di.rn1-;cd my mind. I don't believe I need you, after 
nil, �tr. Surratt." 

"Like hdl you don't need me," I said. "Whnt do I have 
to do to convince you? You don't want to go through that 
act again, do you?" 

That did it. She closed her eyes for a moment, her hands 
clenched hard,. then she s:mk to the sofa. 

"That's better," I snid. "\Ve understand onch other, Dorris; 
I think we unclerst:md each other perfectly. \Ve could nrnkc 
a hell of a pair. �•ou and me, but it's going to take some 
cooperation from hoth o f  us." 

'"What is it you want?" she said tightly. 
"Right now I want to get back where we left off.
"It isn't important now." 
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"It was important a few minutes ago, so it still is. 

You wanted ,.'iomebody kilicd. I want ta know who and I 
want to know why." 

She k"Jlew I wasn't kidding. She gfanced :1tme, thc.>n awn�'
She put her hands in her lap nnd stared at them. "His 
name," she said at last, "is Alex Burton." 

I whistled in surprise. ''Alex Burton, the ex-governor of 
the state?'' 

She nodded, and I s:iid, "Well, this is very interesting. 
Suppose you begin at the beginning." Then, before she 
could speuk, I said, "\Vait just a minute. I've been working on 
a hypothesis, :md I want you to tell me if it's right." 

So I told her my idea, the way l l1nd it figured ont. Her 
eyes widened when I began describing the scheme of black
mail and sufride. 

"How did vou know thntl" 
"It wus ju�t n guess," I said, "but a pretty sum one. Any

way, we can skip that p:irt of it since I'm already familiar 
with it. Let's get down to the reasons for killing an ex-gov
ernor. Is he the one who killed your husband?" 

She wanted to just sit there and say nothing, hut she 
knew hetter th;m that. " . . .  No," she said fin:dly. "That 
is, I don't know, I'm not sure." 

-Then whv?" 
" . . .  Alex Burton w;rnls to kill me.� 

I thought that one over, letting the picture take shape. 
�Uh-huh," I said, "that could make �cnse. Yo11r husband 
was turning the screw on Bllrton. \Vh.tt he wanted was the 
dossier that Vcnci had gathered on him, some irreputable 
eviclt:nce that would ruin Burton for good, especiaUy in pol
itics, So now B111ton is trying to kill you, which means that 
he didn't get that dossier after all, which means tlmt you 
have a pretty good idea where it is, or what's in it. Is that 
the way it is?'' 

She nodded, heavily. 
"Where do >'OU live?" 
Only a momenl's hesitation this time. She was beginning 
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to come around, she was beginning to realize that I meant 
business. "208 Hunters Drive," she said flatly. 

I gave the cab dispatcher the address and hung up. "Mrs. 
Venci," I said, "you can stop worrying about Alex Burton; 
I k'llow how to take care of b11stards like him, But I think we 
ought to have an understanding- there's going to be a fee." 

She had recovered from her attack of femaie pride. Given 
time to think it over, even Dorris Venci could see that her 
chances of living were practically nil if Alex Burton wanted 
her dead-that is, unless I took care of Burton first. She said, 
"All right . . .  I'm willing to pay," 

"Yon don't understimd me," 1 said. "I want money, but 
not your money, not John Venci's money. I want that dossier 
that your husband collected on his enemies." 

She stared hard at her hands. "And what , • . do I get in 
return?" 

"I told you, Mrs. Venci. 111 kill Burton before he kills you. 
You know youll never be safe as long as you have those 
documents in your possession; actually, I'm doing you a favor 
by taking them." 

Then she looked at me, and smiled the smallest, bitterest 
smile I ever saw. "I thought it would be so simple,'' she said, 
"when I helped you escape from prison. You would kill Alex 
Burton; I would give you a certain amount of money; and 
then you would leave the city and I would never see you 
again- that's the way I had planned it." 

"Things :ue never as simple as they seem at first glance, 
Mrs. Venci. We'd better go now, the taxi's waiting." 

"Wait a minute," she said, in a way th,1t made me tum and 
look at her. "I agree to your . . .  proposition, but under 
two conditions. The first is that 1 am never to see you agruo, 
after you come into possession of the documents." 

"That's fair enough. What's the second condition?" 
"You don't get the documents until after the . • .  trans

action has been completed." 
I laughed. "l\Irs. Venci, I was not born yesterd:iy, not even 

the &1y before yesterday. This is strictly a pay-in-advance 
job we're talking about. Now, before we go," I said, "I want 
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the answer to one question: Why did you take me out of the 
hotel and put me in this cro.mmy apartment?" 

She stood up, taking her lump gracefully en0\1gh about 
the advance payment. She said quietly, �Patricfa Kelso lives 
just across the hall from you; she is Alex Burton's secretary." 

''Is that supposed to help get me within killing distance 
of the ex-governor?" 

"Where his secretary is, Alex Burton is not far behind." 
I grinned. "Mrs. Venci," 1 said, "you have simplified things 

considerably. I apologize for some of tht; things I've been 
thinking about you." 

CHAPTER SIX 

"ELLEN," Dorris Vend said, "show r-.fr. O'Connor to the li
hrnry, will you, please?" Then, to me, "111 be bauk in a few 
minutt's." 

"Sure," I said, watching her walk stiffiy to a brge spiral 
stairway, then up the stairway, then out of 5ight. 

Ellen, a grim, long-faced woman of about forty-five, said, 
"This way, Mr. O'Connor," and I followed her uwr the wide 
expanse of reddish carpeting, down a few steps, around some 
corners, and £nally she opened a heavy mahogany door and 
stepped to one side. "Thank you," I s,1id. wnlking into the 
library. The maid dosed the door and vanished like yester
dav's dreams. 

it was a hell of a place, this place when- the maestro had 
lived. Note it carefully, I thought, because this is the way 
you are going to live, Surratt. The king is dead-long Uve the 
king! 

I stood there and tried to soak i t  up, the }m;ury of that 
room. The floor was of old oak, and a lmgc, thick carpet. 

But there were other things on the wall, things to rnnke 
a man's head swim, if he could even vagudy estimate their 
worth. For one thing there was a fantastically clclicntr. Chi
nese tape.stry, and there were paintings that I 11bsoluh�ly 
could not believe, would rwt believe to be origiuitls, until I 
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had inspected them closely. There was a large boating scene 
that I recognized as a Turner. On another wall there was 
an El Greco-an EL Greco, mind you! 

That paintings so floored me that I forgot for a moment 
how fantastic it was finding them here in John Venci's Ji. 
brary. But, when I did think about it, the answer was 
obvious. Paintings like that simply weren't for snle, not at 
any price. Possibly the Turner could have been bought-but 
not that El Greco, not in a hundred years] Those things were 
museum pieces, strictly! 

The obvious implication just about bowled me over, By 
God, I thought, he stole those things! John Venci stole them! 

The pure audacity of the thing struck me as being hilar
iowly funny. I sank into a chair and felt the laughter coming 
up from my bowels! 1 lay back and howled. 

The door opened, Dorris came into the room carrying a 
small steel strongbox, and I was still laughing. 

"What's so funny?" 
�Those pichrres," I said, trying to choke it down. 
"Pictures?" She glanced at the paintings. "They never 

struck me as amusing." 
I was off again. "How , • , How long," I said, "have those 

paintings been here?" 
"Why, for years." 
"Did your husband keep this :room locked? He didn't re

ceive visitors in here, did he?" 
"Of course he did; this was his favorite room. Now will 

you tell me why you're laughing?" 
I said, "No. It would be a shame to spoil a joke ns price

less as this one." In my mind I could see John Venci re
ceiving governors, senators. bigshot politicians, all of them 
here in this room. I could see the cigar-<:hewing apes gaping 
about the room, seeit1g but uncomprehending, their brains 
as solid as concrete. I could ap-preciate the razor-sharp humor, 
the subtle, bitter hilarity that John Venci must have exper• 
ienced as he watched their stupid faces. It was more than 
a wonderful, fantastic joke, it had been a source of fuel 
for the ego; it had been a day-by-day replenishment of 
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confidence, for every time an oaf stared dwnbly at those 
paintings, Venci's superiority was made bra7.enly obvious. 

I stopped laughing and took the strongbox from Dorris. I 
could feel the transfer of power, John Veuci's power becoming 
mine. It's mo,-e than a strongbox, I tfwugl,t, it's tfw worl.d, 
and I've got it right in my hands. It is power ot·er others 
and strength for myself, and I've got it right in my fiamlsf 

'"Is everything here?" I said. 
"Yes." 
"Then you won't mind if I look for myself, will you?'' 
She b:mcled me the key and I operwcl the box. I was dis-

appointed at first; there didn't seem to be much to it. The 
strongbox wns arranged like a miniature filing cnbinet nnd 
everything was very neat and orderly, Tho name on the first 
index card was Allen, George W. 

I looked at Dorris. "Do you know a George W, Allen?" 
"He is an insurance broker." 
I skipped the niaterial on Mr. A lien and turnt,d up the 

next index card. "Karl Johnson Applewhite," I said. 
"President of the First National Bank" 
That w:.1s more like it! 
The next name was Alex Burton, and the next one wns 

somebody named Colter, who Dorris said was mere!�, a super
intendent of one of the city schools. There were twenty index 
cords nnd I went through them quickly, having Dorris p;ive 
me a quick rundown on each name. Some of the names I 
didn't lmve to ask about, they were known all over the state 
nnd even the nation. Some of the names meant absolutelv 
nothing to me. A United States Senator or a down-at-the-heels 
school teacher, it had made no difference to John Vcnci. An 
enemy wns an enemy, an old wound never healed. l-Je h,'\rl 
gone after the little ones just as relentlessly as he had the 
big ones. 

And he had hooked them nil. I didn't realize how com
pletely he had hooked them until I started going through 
the material on a mun named Kelton. 

Kelton had been a pretty important boy. He had been 
a district attomcy with one foot practically in the Governor's 
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Mansion before John Venci had cut him down. It seems that 
the D.A. had somehow failed to swnmon an important wit
ness in an :important murder trial. The day after the trial 
the D.A. ma.de a deposit of five thousand dollars and traded 
his Chevrolet in on a new Cadillac. Mr. Kelton had lost a 
murder trial, but obviously he had gained in other ways, and 
the proof was in the strongbox. A signed affidavit by the 
spurned witness, cancelled checks, bills of sale, plus a de
tailed account of Kelton's financial condition ten vears back 
from the trial. As if that wasn't enough, there ,.v"as also an 
affair with a certain yoW1g lady of doubtful reputation, to 
say the least, and this was backed up with photostats of hotel 
registers, actual pl10tographs, bills of sale from various jewelry 
stores, clothing emporiums and even a liquor store. All this 
together with another signed affidavit from the young lady 
herself. Every bit of evidence was strong almost to the 
point of ridiculoume�s, and any one hit wonlr-l have brought 
him crashing from his political heights, and many of them 
would have landed him Jong prison tenns. 

Mr. Kelton was cooked. He had known that he was cooked. 
First his wife had divorced hirn, then there were rumors 
of grand jury investigations. The rest of it was spelled out 
in a newspaper clipping, also included in the material on 
Kelton. The headline w,1s: D.A. KILLED IN FREAK AUTO
MOBILE ACCIDENT. 

It didn't come right out and say that it had been suicide, 
but that wasn't important: John Venci had known. 

All in all there were four names that I couldn't use at 
all because Venci had already finished them olf. One was 
killed in another �freak" automobile accident, another took 
too many sleeping pills, and the third, who didn't have the 
guts to kill himself, was suddenly discovered to have played 
a leading role in a seven-year.old murder and drew life in 
the State penitentiary. 

Quickly, I ran down some of the other material, especially 
the material that John Vend had gathered on Alex Burton. 
'Most of the stuff on the ex•governor was in photostatic form, 
photostats of bills of sale, cancelled checks, deposit slips, 
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and even photostats of Burton's income tax fonns for five 
years back. The upshot of the evidence was that Burton 
had made himself a killing nmning well into six figures the 
four year stretch he had put in  at the State Capitol. It was 
rock-hard. iron-bound evidence that could put Burton so far 
back in prison that they'd have to pump air to him. 

It was incredible, it wns almost more than I could believe, 
but it was there, it sure wast 

Dorris \'end said, "Are you satisfied?" 
qPerfectly. It's pretty hard to swallow all nt once, it's 

something fll have to chew on for a while before I cao di
gest it. But I'm satisfied, all right, in spades," 

" . . .  And Alex Burton," she asked flatly. 
It was almo�i: a shume to kill a man like that when I had 

all that evidence on him-still, he had proved that he was 
dangerous. He sure Imel pro\'ed it to John Venci. Yes, I 
thought, the only i;mart way to lrnndle it is to kill Burton. 
There were still plenty of 6sh left, and I had plenty of buit, 

I said. "Yo11 can stop worrying about Burton, Mrs. Vcnci," 
"I hope you realize it won't be C:lS}'·" 
"Please relax," I said. "Just keep out of sight for a day or 

w,o; I won't let him kill yo11." 
But .�lw wasn't so sure about that. 
I said. "Look, Mrs. Vend, I'm no amatuer, this is no 

punk kid trying to work up his guts to stick up ,rn oil station. 
this is a professional, a well trained professional playing for 
big st.,kcs. I'm not underrating Burton-a man with his record 
has to be pretty smart, but I've handled smart boys before, 
and I can do it again. So take it easy." 

I was half afraid that she would let her natur:tl female 
instability lead her into some unpredictable action that would 
ruin eve1ything. I wns sorry now that I had got rough with 
her. She still knew things, she was .�till !--.frs. John Venci, and 
I could use her on my side. 

"Good by," she said. 
"Oh . .  , Yes, I guess I've been hem long enough. But 

before 1 go, is there anything you want to tell me, about 
Burton, I mean?" 
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. No. You said you cou1d handle it." 
"So I did. Well, I'll be going." 
She rang for the maid. We stood there looking at each 

other, and after a moment she said, "I really mean good-by. 
Don't ever try to see me again, ever." 

Not until I got back to my apartment did I remember 
Dorris had brought a package with her that morning. The 
package was still in the kitchen where she had left it, partly 
unwrapped. I opened it up and the first thing I saw was a 
nicely blued, but not new, "police special" .38 caliber re
volver. There was also a box of ammunition. But the thing 
that caught my eye was the money. There was a package of 
fives, a package of tens and a package of twenties, every bill 
brand new and crisp and green. 

I counted it out and it came to five hundred on the nose. 
Well, I thought, this is very nice. Thi§ i§ very nic@ of you, 

Mrs. Vend. You may be a little mixed up sexually, but what's 
an aberrntion or so among friends�you've got your nice side. 
too. Yes sir, you sure have! 

I pocketed the money and went out to find the biggest 
goddamn steak in Lake City. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

I WAS AT the mail box in the hnllway next morning when she 
came out of her apartment. She was just about the hand
somt'st girl I ever saw, this Pat Kelso, this secretary of Alex 
Burton's that Dorris Vanci had hinte<l was something more 
than a secretary. She walked like Royalty: chin up, erect, 
every step sure and solid. 

"'Good morning," I said. 
She smiled faintly. "Good morning." 
"Pardon me, but could yon tell me what time the postmnn 

comes around? I'm new to this neighborhood." Tl1en I added, 
"I just moved in ye�ierday, down the hall. Apartment seven." 

I thought maybe she would say something about our 
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being neighbors, but she didn't. "I believe the postman comes 
later,» she said, "around ten." Then she nodded pleasantly, 
smiled that faint smile again, and walked out of the building. 

I went to the door :ind watched her walk to the curb 
where a taxi was waiting. Pat Kelso. The name stuck with 
me, and the vision stuck with me. This girl is cluss, I told 
myself. How did she ever get mixed up with a bastard like 
Burton? 

Then I remembered that most people didn't know Burton 
as I now knew him. After all, he was a verv wealthy and 
powerful and respected man in the state. He �vas a bigshot; 
he was an ex-governor. Maybe that's the kind of guy girls 
with class wl'llt for. I watched her as she got into the cab. 
Pat Kelso, I thought, I think we ought to get better ac
quainted. 

The telephone was ringing when I got back t o  the apart
ment. Words jumped out at me when I picked up the 
receiver. frightened words coming fast and making no sense 
at all. It was Dorris Venci and she was scared. 

"Hold it, Mrs. Vend," I said. "Now what's the trouble," 
"A man tried to kill me!" 
"Who? Whenr 
"I don't know who, just a man, one of Alex Burton's men, 

it could have been anybody. But he isn't important, Alex 
Bm1on is the important one. Have . . . have you cl.one . . ." 

"Not yet," I said. "After all it's only been a few hours; 
I've got to have a little time to figure something out." 

"Sornething's got to be done!" 
"It sure has," I said. "You've got to get hold of yourself. 

No\\' calm down and tell me what happened." 
"I told you, a man tried to kill me! It was last night. this 

morning, rather, about two o'clock. I woke up and there he 
was in my room; he had n g11nl'' 

"Hold on. How did he get in your room. You had the 
house locked, didn't you?'' 

"Yes, the house was locked, but there•� latticework and 
vines on the north side, and he must have used thnt to 
climb up to the second floor. He broke a window-rather 
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cut the window, a small hole near the lock-that was how 
he got in." 

"I see. Then what happened."' 
"I woke up and there he was. He had a gun pointed right 

at me!" 
l said, "I don't get it. II he went to that trouble and had 

a gun pointed at you, why didn't he kill your" 
"He tried, that's what I'm trying to tell you. He fired once 

but I had thrown myself off the bed. Luckily, before he 
could find me in the dark, Ellen began knocking on my door, 
making an awful noise, and I guess that's what frightened 
him away." 

"You me:in he just knocked off the tob and left? I'd hate 
to hire a man like that." 

"I tol<l you that Ellen was making a lot of noise, and, 
besides, she had a gun. She finally got the door open and 
fired once. Of course the killer couldn't see who it was; he 
fired once more in the darkness and left.d 

"How did he get out of the house?" 
"He jumped from my window, my bedroom window." 
"Then there's one hell of a sore hoodlum somewhere in 

Lake City this morning, taking a drop like that. But it's over 
now. The main thing is for ynu to calm down and be quiet, 
and keep Ellen quiet too. I'll think of something." 

"Soon!" 
"All right, soon." 
"Today! Tonight at the latest!" 
"All right, I said I would take core of it. Calm down.n 
"There's one more thing," she said. "My safe was open, 

the wall safe upstairs where the �trongbox was kept." 
I whistled. "That was close; I got that stuff just in time. 

And you are right about Burton, the bastard is entirely too 
persistent. Well, he won't be so persistent this time to
morrow. Just think about that and try to get some sleep." 

I hung up. 
That goddamn Burton, I thought, he's going to roin things 

good if I don't stop him. When a politiciau gets in so deep 
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that he starts playing with murder, that was the time to cio 
one of two things: either back off fast and get out of the 
blast area when the explosion comes, or close in fast and try 
to get at the fuse. 

There was one thing I \Vas sure of-I wasn't hacking away. 
I had my hands an a million dollars worth of blackmail ma
terfal. So Burton had to go, and fast. Soon ns he found out 
tliat Dorris no longer had the evidence, he'd come after me. 
Somehow he would find out about me. That's the only 
trouble with blackmailing-sooner or later you run into a guy 
like Burton, a guy who won't give. 

So, right on the spot, I made up my mind n bout Ilnrton. 
I was going to kill him today, or tonight-anyw:.y, within tl1e 
next twelve hours-if it was humanly possible. llut it wasn't 
going to be easy. I didn't know a thing about hi, personal 
habits, except he was somehow tied up with his secretary, 
P:it Kelso. That· was the angle I would have ta use, it was 
the only angle I had. 

The only thing to do was begin at the beginninr,: and try 
to find out something about Pat Kelso. I lmd a look at the 
door across the hall, the door to Pat Kclso's apartment, hoping 
that it would be unlocked, but of course it wasn't. That 
didn't stop me for long. 

I went back and looked at my own door and smiled o. 
little when I saw that it was equipped with :m ordinary 
spring-operated night latch. In my kitchen I found a cheap 
paring knife, a flexible, stainless steel affair that was prac
tically made to order. 

I made sum that the hallway was empty, then went to 
work on Miss Kelso's night latch. The blade Wl'nt in 1•asily. 
I bent the knife toward the door and forced the poi11t dow11 
the sloping shoulder of the spring bolt. When the point of 
the knife reached the leading edge of the bolt, I bent the 
hlnde the other way and the stronger tension of the �tee! 
blade snnpped the spring-actuated bolt back into !he lntc-h 
body nod the door was open. I stepped insjde nnd closed the 
door behind me. 
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The apartment was much Hke mine but neater. It was 
ahnost mannish in its neatness and simplicity. 

I walked into the bedroom and this too was neat and 
simple: tweed at the windows, frnitwood furniture which 
was not expensive but too expensive to belong to the apart
ment. I started going through a chest of drawers and found 
nothing but lingerie, but there was :l silvcr-fr�m1ed photo
graph on top of the chest th.it interested me. It w;is a man 
of about .6fty-five or so, a square-jawed, blunt-featured man 
with bristling gray hair, and a r,Lther grim mouth that was 
bent determinedly up at the corners in somt!thing that might 
pass as a smile. Just for the hell of it I took the picture out 
of the frame, and there on the back scr,iwled in bold, blunt 
letters, was: "For Pat, with all my love, Alex.'" 

It was strange, the way that picture affected me. Until 
that moment Ale� Burton had been an abstraction, an in
animate obstacle that had been placed in my path and which 
had to be removed. Now it was dHferent. The IDnger I looked 
at that picture, the more I hated the man it represented, and 
I didn't know exactly why, except that I resented the pre
sence of that picture and its implications. I simply couldn't 
see a girl like Pat Kelso with 11 man like Burton. I thought 
of the girl I had seen at the mail box, then I looked at the 
pich1re, and I looked at  the bed in Pat Ke]so's room, and the 
tlHee of them came together in my mind. 

\Vith that picture in my hand, I thought: You sonofabitch, 
you lousy sanofabitch! without even knowing what I was 
angry about. 

At hst I put the picture back in the frame. I made myself 
settle down. I got out of that bedroom. 

Stop it, Surratt! Whllt kiru! of insanity is thi.�, anyway, 
getting yourself steamed 1tp ;ust l1eca1,se another secretary 
decides it's more convenient to sleep 11..0ith the lJOM t1'm1 look 
for another ;ob? She's ;11st another broad, Surratt, and a broad 
11011 hardl!J even know, at that. So forget her. Think about 
the ;ob at hand-that oti(;!.ht to keep !JOU busy. 

It was good advice. And I took it. When a man starts 
thinking with his glands h18tead of his brain he's sunk, and 
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I realized that I had been doing exactly that. I had been too 
damn long without a woman. After all, 1 was human, I 
was a man. Any other man would react the same way, I 
thought, after five years of celibacy. 

I was convinced. 
"It is perfectly normal and completely glandular," I said 

aloud. 
I went back to the sitting room and got into action with 

the telephone directory. In the white pages I fom1d Burton, 
am\ then I moved clown to Bwton Finance and Loans, and 
di:ilcd the number. After a moment a blatantly nasal voice 
bleated: "Bnrtonfinaneeandloansl" 

"I want to talk to Miss Kelso. Pat Kelso.'' 
"Sorrynooneherebythatname!" 

· I hung up and moved down to Burton M;urnfaclurini:i and 
Construction Company. This time the voice was pfo:1.sant and 
profession a II y precise. 

I !.rti<l, "I want to talk to Miss Kelso." 
"Miss Kelso is on the other line, sir. Would you like to • •  ," 
I hung up. 
Now I had a starting place. 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Tm:: FII\ST THING I did was rent a black Chevrolet seclan from 
a U-<lrive-it pface which I found in the trlcphone din·ctory. 
Then [ started looking for the Burton Manfacturing and Con
struction Company. 

It turned out to be a sprawling brick building. and several 
smaller buildings, south of the city in the factory di.�trict. 
I circled the place slowly, looking it over, and finally found 
a p:1rking r>lace in front of the main building- where the 
office workers would come out. Then I settled down to wait. 

This was the tedious way of getting at Burton, hut it was 
the only way. One thing I was sure of, I wasn't going to shtlk 
the lion in his lair, I wasn't going to elbow my way throuAh 
hired bodyguards, hoodlums and ilwikies to i;ct at him-I 
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was going to let Alex. Burton come to me. I hoped he would 
come to me today, but if he didn't, l could wait. I was 
going to sit here and wait for Pat Kelso to come out of that 
building, and then I was going to follow her to the end of 
the line. 

Sooner or 1:-iter it would lead me to Burton. More than 
that, it would lead me to Burton when he was most V\il• 
ncrnble. I knew these men like Alex Burton, these bigshots 
who like to throw their weight around but deep inside are 
scared in their guts. Because they are se3red they hire them• 
selves a pair of hotshots from Chicago, or Detroit, or some 
pl,1ce, and they place armed guards and electric fences 
around their homes, and they tell themselves they are safe. 
No matter how many enemies they make, they are safe. Or 
so thev think. 

But.they arc vulnerable. There are situations in \vhieh they 
have to st,mcl on their own fcl·t, naked :tn<l alone. 

,vith women, they are vulnt>rable. I never heard of one, 
no matter how great a coward he was, who prepared him
self for a lady's bedroom by Banking himself with body. 
guards. 

Oh, yes, they were vulnerable, all right, if you only 
wnited. 

I waited. 
Noon came and only a scattering of people came out of 

the building. I went on w,:iting. The afternoon crawled by 
and my stomach growled for food and my throat was dry, hut 
I didn't dare lc:1ve that c:i.r. There was always :1. chance tlint 
Pat would leave for some reason, or that Burton would pick 
her up, and I wanted to be on hand if anything like that 
happened. 

But nothing hitppened. There was a big parking area be
hind the main building and I watched the single exit like 
a hawk . . .  still, nothing happened. Then, around four 
o'clock a s(J_uadr(m of taxi cabs began lii1i11g up in front of 
the building and I knew the time of waitini-: was about over. 
Soon I would know if today would be the day, or if I would 
have to do it' again, 
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Another fifteen minutes passed. A ridiculously long, black 

limousine slipped into the street and moved like a huge 
shadow between the files of parked traffic. The back seat 
was empty. As the limousine slid past me and tu111ed into 
the entrance gate of the company parking lot I studied the 
driver. He was in full livery, a beefy, flat-faced kid of about 
twenty-three or four with punk written all over him. He 
yelled sc>mething to one of the parking attendants, then 
drove on around to the back of µie building and out of Night. 
I turned my attention back to the main entrance of the 
building, where the office workers would soon be coming out. 

I almost missed that limousine as it slipped out of the 
parking lot and headed up the street in the opposite direction. 
If it hnc.ln't been so big and black I would have missed it 
altogether-but it was pretty hard to miss a tl1ing tl1at hig. 
I turned my heud just in time to see th(lt there w:ls some
body in the back seat this time. All I could �c•e was the 
passenger's head, but that was enough. The passenger was 
Pat Kelso. 

Well, I thought, slamming the Chevy into gear, lvfiss 
Kelso believes in traveling first class, I'll say that for her. 
I pulled out in the middle of the street and finally got the 
Chevy headed in the direction the limousine was going. 

The limousine headed right toward the heart of town, me 
in the Chevy about a block behind. No nse sticking too 
close, there wasn't much chance losing an :iutomohile as big 
ns that one. We hit a four lane expressway and everything 
was cle:ir s,1iling- I  breathed a little faster when we crossed 
Nmth Hampton and kept on going. It meant Pat Kl·lso 
wa.m"t going home; that meant that Burtnn had sent his 
limousine to pick her up and now she w:is going to meet 
him. Surratt, I thought, this is your lucky day. 

The University Club was right in the middle of town, a 
red brick and white limestone monstrosity. Just beyond the 
main entrance to the club there was a drive-in enlrnnce with 
a sign over it: UNIVERSITY CLUB GARAGE. MEMBERS 
ONLY. Directly in front of the main entrancl;! there were 
two sidewalk signs which read: NO PARKING. NO STAND-
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ING. The curb between the two signs was painted red and 
there was white stenciled lettering standing boldly against 
that red background. NO PARKING AT ANY TIME. The 
punk chauffeur bfanclly ignored the garage, the sidewalk no
parking signs, the red curb and white lettering, and parked 
the limousine against the curb. 

A uniformed doorman burst out of the University Club and 
had the limousine door open almost immediately. He showed 
his teeth, he grinned, he bowed, he helped Pat Kelso out 
of the limousine as though he were assisting a very aged and 
crippled queen, and finally, after he h,1d done his job to 
perfection, he stood, bead bowed, looking heart-broken be
cause there was no other way he could help her. 

It was really quite a show. I only glimpsed it as I eased 
the Chevrolet up the street, but I got the idea. 

I circled the block two time� and finally found an open 
spaee and slipped the Chevy in next to a parking meter. 
Five o'clock. 

I got out of the Chevy and strolled down to a cig�1r store 
next to the University Club garage. That limousine was still 
there in the no parking zone. The punk was out stretching 
his legs. He took a swipe or two at the gleaminp; hood with a 
dust cloth, then went over to one of the sidewalk signs and 
leaned on it insolently, dragging on a cigarette. 

He was some boy, that chauffer:-, cocky as a M(uine. A cop 
strolled by, making a great business of not seeing the lim
ousine in the no parldng zone, which was no ensy feat. The 
punk grinned. He looked as though he had just pulled the 
Brink's robbery single handed. 

I strolled buck up the street to a bootblack stand that I 
had noticed. 

"Shine 'em up, mister?" 
"Sure." 
From my perch on the shine bench I could still see the 

limousine and the chauffeur. The boy went to work on my 
shoes, and I scanned the front page of the paper for some
thing on the prison escape story, but nothing was there. On 
page eight there was a quurter column quoting the warden as 
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saying I didn't have a chance. They knew all my old con
tacts, all my friends, and it was just a matter of time before 
I would have to get in touch with them. The police had 
several leads that were too hot for publication-whjch is 
what they ahvays said when they knew absolutely nothing. 

I read the escape story through and felt fine. My old 
contacts were a thousand miles from Lake City. As for 
friends, I hadn't any, Roy Surratt against the world, I filed 
it that way. Not even John Venci had been a friend. I had 
admired his brain. He had dazzled me with criminal theory 
and his tremendous knowh�dge of criminal philosophy. I had 
been greatly impressed with hi� logical approach to crime, 
for, until I met John Venci, I had bdieved th;1t I was the 
only modern criminal in existence who had nctually developed 
a workable, livable criminal philosophy based entirely on 
logic. 

I had been wrong. John Venci hud worked it out before me. 
"There you are, sir! ·' the �hine boy said. 
I gave him a dollar and said, "Keep the change." 
"Yes sir! Thank you, sirf" He grinned, pocketed the 

money, gave my shoes a couple of extra licks just to show 
he was doing a good job. 

I went out on the sidewalk, glanced toward the limousine. 
The punk had shifted o,•er to the other no-parking sign and 
was busy leering at the white-collar girls waiting at the 
comer bus stop. I walked over to him ancl �aid, "Say, that's 
quite an automobile rou've got here, I was just noticing it." 

"Look, ho," the amateur Bogart said from the corner of 
his mouth, "I got no time to stand here an' cl1ew the rag 
mth every farmer comc hr. You better move on." 

"'I just want to . .  ," 
"I ain't interested," he said, "Now move on before I get 

annoyed." 
Why, you simian �onofobitch, I thought, you make one 

move in my direction, just one single move, and you'll be 
till sundown gathering your teeth oH the sidewalk. I stood 
there for a full thirty seconds, almost hopinii; that he would 
start something. 
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All he dicl was sweat. He didn't know what to do. The 
comic books don't tell you what to do in a case like that. I 
fucked a small ash from his whipcorcl jacket, then he blinked 
as I jabbed my fore.6ngl�r into his soler plexus and fanned my 
thumb like a Hollywood gunfighter. "I enjoyed the chat, 
Humphrey. Maybe 111 run into you again, sometime." 

I walked to the cigar store and looked back. The punk 
seemed a bit disturbed. He tried leaning on the no-parking 
sign, but it wasn't the same as it had been before. Finally 
he gave it up and got back in the limousine. 

I moved up the street, pausing at storn windows, killing 
all the time I could. How long was Ilurton and his �ectetary 
going to stay in that club, nnyway? Were they just having 
cocktails, or were they staying for dinner, or what? I sure 
couldn't wait for them on the sidewalk and burn Burton 
down wl1en they came 011t. :ilthough the pure audacity of 
that fleeting thought did :1ppe:1l to my sense of the bizarre. 
No, I thought, this has got to be fast and it lias got to be 
bold, but not that bold! 

Finally, I saw them cross the sidewalk. Alex Burton, a 
little heavier than I would have guessed from that photo
graph, a little softer fooking. Pat Kelso had 0110 ::inn in 
Burton's and she was srnilinp: at whatever Burton was saying. 
She was absolutely the most beautiful woman I ever saw. And 
it wasn't only because I had been five years without a woman! 

CHAPTER NINE 

I W.\S IN the Chevy and had the motor going by the time 
Burton and his secretary got themselves settled in the lim
ousine. I slipped in behind them, about three cars hack, 
when they came past me. The punk tooled the hh1ck job 
through the heavy trafflc as though he were be:hincl the 
controb of a Patton tank, �topping for red lights only when it 
pleased him, and I had ti l1ell of a time keeping l1im in 
sight until finally he slipped back on tl1e expressway. Then 
l closed the gap. 
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I had no idea where we were going, except that we were 
hen<:fod away from the city, going north. Mnybe, I thon�ht, 
Burton has a house out here somewhere. If that's the case, 
I'm sunk. I sure wasn't going to have any luck getting close 
to Burton on his home field, 

Then my heart swelled just a Lttle as the limousine htmcd 
off the expressway. I hung back as far as possible, thinking, 
now we11 find out. The limousine turned again, off a piive<l 
street onto a graveled road. \Vhen I reached the corner in 
the Chevy, I grinned. Titis was more like it. The cards were 
falling in my direction. 

There was a brick pillar on the tum-off. On the pillar 
there was a bronze pk1q11e with raised lettering: CREST
VIEW CLUB. MEMBERS ONLY. 

A formal stand of cypress shielded the Crestview Club 
from the paved street, and a stone wall jealously guarded it 
on the side of the graveled road. I cruised by at a nonnal 
speed after the limousine had turned in, and right away 
I realized that this place was out of the question, There 
were two uniformed attendants at the big wrought iron 
entrance gate, and farther down, at the end of the stone wall, 
there was another attend,mt, or guard. This goddamn pbcc, 
I thought, is only slightly less guarded thnn Fort Knox! 
Which could mean just one thing-there was gambling going 
on inside, big-money gambling, and the management was 
taking no chances on a heist. 

I t  looked like a £inc plrice, just the kind of club Alex 
Burton would belong to, and a hell of a place to crash. I 
had seen enough to know that it couldn't be crashed. not 
by one man, anyway, so [ drove on until I came to a dirt 
section line road, then circled the entire section and came 
back on tlic paved sti·cct to the brick pillar. 

The dub was out. 
As long as Burton stayed in that place I couldn't re:wh 

him with n .37 millimeter cannon. But the night wasu't over 
yet. 

I nosed the Chevy off the pavement onto the club ('r<ls�
road, but in the opposlte direction. This end of the rond was 
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not graveled, since it apparently led to nowhere. I traveled 
for maybe a quarter mile between heavy stands of trees, 
then turned the car around and headed toward the pave
ment, facing the paved street and the club. About a hun
dred yards from the street I pulled the Chevy on a rutted 
shoulder, in the long shadows, and stopped. 

I would wait. I would wait and watch that road, and 
when the limousine came out I would follow it right to the 
end of the line. There was no sense beating my brains out 
on something I couldn't whip, it was much easier to wait. 
Sooner or later I would find an opening. Sooner or later 
Burton would relax. 

[ checked the .38 that Dorris Venci had left for me. I 
checked the double action mechanism, the cylinder rotating 
mechanism. and the firing pin. I took five cartridges from 
the sealed boll:, wiped the cartridges carefully with my hand
kerchief and slipped them into the cylinder. I rotated the 
cylinder until the one empty chamber was in firing position 
and I ea�cd the hammer down on it. The e:rtra rortrldges I 
dropped into my coat pocket; the .38 went into my waist
band where it was convenient and stood little chance of 
becoming fouled with lint. 

I waited. 
Dusk became darkness, and I could see the misty lights 

of the club. 
Seven, eight, nine o'clock. 
I waited. 
Nine, ten, ten-thirty. I had no watch but I could hear 

those out-of-tune electronic chime, banging out each quarter 
hour, so I knew what time it was, although I tried not to 
listen. 

Eleven o'clock, eleven-fifteen. 
I checked the .38 again just to give my hands something 

to do. Eleven-thirty. I �aw the limousine tum off the graveled 
road and onto the highway. 1f my ch:111ce was coming to
night, it would be soon. l waited until the limousine had 
passed, then switched my lights on and foUowed. 
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After all the tailing and waiting and hoping, it seemed 

anti-climatic that the actual business of killing Burton should 
be so easy. Once more we took the expressway to lown, and 
tl1en the limousine h1med west on North H::impton Street and 
I thought: Br God, I've been doing all this t;iil chasing for 
nothing! We were headed right back where I started from. 
The apartment building. 

I switched off my lights and coasted to the curh ,1bout 
a block behind the limousine. I saw Burton and Pat Kelso 
get out of the car, and I saw the chauffeur standing there 
holding the door open for them. Burton and his sccretnry 
started up to walk to the front entrance. I headed for the 
limousine. 

I stuck my head in the door and said, "\.Yhataya know, 
Humphrey? I had a feeling we might meet again son1etime." 

At first he just looked surprised. Then he recognized me 
and began to get mad. I guess he had been thinking about 
our chat in front of the Universitv Club. He h.1cl i t  :1ll 
planned out in his mind just how he was going to tell me 
off if he ever saw me again, but before he could say any
thing I stuck the .38 in his face. l put it right under his nose 
where he could smell the gun oil and steel. 

"What the hell is this!" 
"Nothing yet," I said, getting into the back se:1t, "Just 

stay wh..:re you are. Don't move or make a sound." 
"Dy God, if you think . . .  I" 
I jammed the muzzle into his throat and he almost 

fainted. ''Listen to me, punk, and listen goodl I want yon to 
sit there like a goddamn statue. You move one m11sdc and 
I'll blow the roof of your mouth through your skull!'' 

He could be a very smart boy when it suited him. He 
didn't move a muscle. He sat just like a statue. I lcilm:d 
over the back of the seat, moving the muzzle of the .38 until 
it was pressing against the base of his skull, then I patted him 
down. He wore a .38 automatic in a shoulder holster. just 
like in the movies. His only trouble was that .tutomatic 
might as well have been a chocohrte bar, for ,11! the goo(! it 
had clone him. He hadn't even made a move in its direction. 
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I never cared for automatics. There are too many things 
to go wrong with them. I shoved it in my coat porket, then 
reached back with one hand and pulled down the folding 
jump seat by the door. 

"If it's money," he said tightly, "I ain't got any." 
"It isn't money," I s:iicl. 
"What is it, then? For God's sake, wl1:1t is it?" 
"All right, Humphl'cy," I said, "I'll tell you what it is. 

I'm going to kill your boss. When he come out of that ap3rt
ment building, you're going to just sit there behind the 
wheel and say nothing and do nothing. Is that clear?" 

"Kill Mr. Burton? Why?" 
�rve got my reasons, H1,1mphrey." 
"For Christ's sake, Mr. Burton's the finest �uy in the 

world! Why in the world would you want to kill him?" 
"He's so goddamn nice, why does he dress his chauffeur 

in :1 .38?'' 
"Jeez, for protection!" 
I laughed. "A fine lot of protection he's going to get out 

of you, Humphrey, I wouldn't be at all surprised if you didn't 
lose your joh over this." 

He w:is sweating plenty. I kept grinclin� the muzzle of 
my revolver into the back of his neck and I coukl see the 
nervous sweat oozing out on his face. 

"Jeez, won't you take that thing out of my neck!" 
"Sorry, Humphrey, it's necessary. Jt's a reminder of what 

will happen to you if you should feel any hero impulse 
coming on:· 

He sat very still and quiet for several minutes, :md so  
did I. After a while I he:ml a soft hiss, a bare whisper of 
a hiss, and then I recognized it as the vacuum stop on the 
apartment building's front door. Then a figure grew out of 
the darkness, heading toward the limousine. 

"Remember, Humphrey." 
He whimpered a little. A very small whimper. 
Then suddenly the night was alive with noise. The twin 

air horns on that limousine exploded a steady stre:im of sound 
into the darkness. I jerked my pistol out of Humphrey's 

\ 
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neck and clubbed him with the barrel. I hit him again anc.l 
again, and finally the noise of the homs stopped as abruptly 
as it had begun, I jumped out of the car and uhnost ran 
over Burton. 

"Listen," I said, jamming the revolver hard into his !!Ut, 
"you make ouc sound and you're dead! You underst,md that?" 

.. \Vhat . . .  What's going on here! \Vhcrc's Roberti" 
"If Robert'� your chauffeur he's nursing a fractured �hill. 

Now get in under the wheel and do it quick]" 
"No!" His e:,es were wild. He was completely panic 

strkken. He tri{'d to shove himself away from me, an<l I 
knew immediately that it would have to be clone here and 
now. 

To muffie the sound I jammed the muzzle hard into his 
soft stomnch-sti!I the noise sonnclcd like a TNT plant going 
up when I pulled the trigger. Burton's mouth flew open. 
He sta1ted clawing at his middle, but that action was pure 
reflex. Alex Burton had <lied almost instantlv. 

His body was a hell of a thing to handle. ·He had weighed 
almost �vo lnmdred pounds a111.l there didn't seem to be 
,my place to grab hold. However, I did manage to get him in 
the hack seat and close the door. Then I got under the wheel 
of the limousine, after shoving Humphrey down to the floor
boards, and got away &om there. It seemed incredible to 
me that the street wasn't filled with people-horns blasting, 
guns exploding! 

The noise, I guess, hadn't been nearly as loud as it had 
seemed to me, but it had been plenty loud enough . 

. For a moment all I could think of was getting away from 
that neighborhood as f.L�t as possible, b\1t �oon I began to 
settle down. The e,;citernC"nt and wildness, the exhileration 
bom of sudcle.n violence, began to cool in my brain and I 
thought: Hole\ it, Surratt! This is no time to risk a reckless 
driving charge, not with a dead man in the cnr, an ex
governor at thntl Maybe a dead ex-governor and a dead 
chauffeur as well. 

Traffic was pretty thin on the side streets nt that time 
of night, and I kept going south and east, not knowing where 
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I was going, but knowing that I had to get that limousine and 
the bodies as far aw11y from the apartment as possible. 
Pretty soon we were in the factory district again, not far 
from Burton's own pmnt, and I decided that this would be 
as good a place as any. This part of town was drab, dead 
and lifeless at this time of night ; the buildings standing gmmt 
and empty-eyed. I turned into a narrow brick paved street, 
a private one-way street that would be jammecl in the day
time with trucks loading and unloading at one of the factories, 
but now it was empty. 

I stopped the limousine and listened. There was no sound 
at all in the immediate neighborhood, Only then did I ex
amine the chauffeur. He was dead. 

With my handkerchief I wiped the steering wheel, the 
dash. the doors, the windows, everything I might have 
touched. Then I wiped Humphrey's automatic and ldt it 
on the front seat-I had no use for automatics, and it 
wo11lcln't have been smart to keep it if I had. 

I had one good look at Burton before I left. He didn't 
look like much. His mouth was open, as though he were trying 
to yell, and his eyes were open, very wide. He looked like 
the most surprised bastard in the world, 

I felt pretty good. 
It had come off very nicely. The one man in Lake City 

who had had the power and br:iins to' bnck John Vend w:1s 
dead. It was clear sailing now; the single danger had been 
eliminated. I said aloud, "Sweet dreams, boys," and walked 
3W:l)'. 

I turned :..vest and snw a har at the end of the block. Up 
ahead, in the middle of the next block there was :m all 
rught eating place-I went in :md ordered a glass of milk and 
o. piece of pie. Later I called a taxi, and when he arrived I 
gave the driver an address down town. Downtown I took 
another cab and went to an address south-east, and from 
there I took still :mother c.ib to within a couple of blocks 
of my apartment. It took some time, but it would be worth 
it when the cops went to work. 
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It was about one o'clock when I finally walked into my 
apartment. I had company, 

It was Dorris Venci. 

I S!lirl, "\Vrll, for :t wom:tn wlin ncvi>r w:mte-rl to �cP. mr. 
again, you pop up in 5oinc: pretty strange places.p 

"I Incl to know!" she said quickly. "Did you , • •  ?" 
"I cl.id." 
", , , Oh." 
I dosed the door, walked into the room and dropped into n 

chai.r. She sat on the sofa with her hands clasped in her lap, 
every muscle in her body as rigid as steel. "Are . . . Are you 
sure?'" she said nervouslv. 

"I give you my persm;al guarantee; you can stop worrying 
about B11rton's hoodlums coming in your windows and you 
c.i.n stop worr}'ing about being killed. 

"Relax, now. You're going to fly all to pieces one of these 
days if you don't lenrn how to relax." I w:,s tired. It had 
been a very successful d:1y, but it had nlso been a wearing 
one. "\Vhy don't you go home," I said, "and try to get some 
sleep?" 

She stnred at her hands. 'Yes , • •  I suppose I should." 
But she didn't move. 
"Well." I said, "you might as well come out with it." 
"What?" 
'You didn't come here just to find out about Burton. All 

you had to do was lift the phone; I would have told you. 
No, you came here. because you've got something on your 
mind, so what is it?" 

She looked at me. "Don't vou ln10w?" 
Snddcnly I wasn't as tired ;s I thought I was. Still, tl1erc 

was c:lUtion in the back of my brain and it kept nudging me. 
"Yes," she said flatly, "You know, And John. The only 

two people in the world who knew, or guessed, or could 
. . . satisfy . . . this awful sickness in my soul" 

"Ifs not .ns monstrous n.� you think," I snid. "Matter of 
fact, it is fairly common." 

More than anything in the world she wanted to run. She 
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wanted to run from the apartment, from me, &om herself 
most of all, but she couldn't move. 

I knew what the end of this was going to be. I didn't 
know if it was smart, and at that moment I didn't care, but 
the longer I looked at Dorris Venci the more desirable she 
became, She was really a hell of a woman, e.specially at a 
time like this. 

I stared at her and could think of nothing else. The vision 
of Pat Kelso was swept from my brain compTetely nnd a 
bright blue flame took its place. I grabbed her arm, just 
below tlie •wrist joint, and began to squeeze. I dug my 
fingers in the most sensitive aren, between the two fle,con 
tendons, an<l applied sharp pressure to the medirin nerve, 

Her reaction was instant and violent. The shock went 
through her, shook her. She came off the couch and threw 
herself at me. "Now! Nowl" 

CHAPTER TEN 

Tm:: :-ir.:wsr>APt:ns made a hell of a racket about the Burton 
killing. I had expe<:!ted headlines, and maybe even a fTont 
pnge editorial, but I hadn't expected anything like what really 
happened. For a whole week there was nothing but Alex 
Burton. 

According to newspaper editorialists and radio comment
at(lrs. St. Francis of Assisi had been an outright scoundrel, 
compared to Alex Bwi:on, A feature story on Dnrton's life 
r:m to twelve insta11ments. Preachers mnde him a martyr, 
used him as a subject for a number of sermons. A sonp; writer 
composed something called Alex Burton, Friend Of Tha Com
mo,i Man. A citizens' committee was formed and issued an 
ultimatum to the police department: get Alex Burton's mur• 
dercr, or else! 

The craziest thing about the whole affair, though, was 
that every man, woman and child in Lake City believed 
every word they read or heard concerning the late Alex 
Burton. They thought of him as a kindly man who loved 
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children, headed charity organizations, gave Thanksgiving 
and Christmas baskets to the needy; they thought of him 
as a tower of righteousness and strength. They thought of 
him as being on just one small step below God Himself! 

Not only after his death, which might be explained as 
emotional hysteria, but they had believed it while he was 
alive! They had begged him to run for a second term as 
Governor-this thieving, knavish, pompous bastard who 
had robbed them blind during his political lifetime, had bled 
the State white, had committed every crime in the book, 
including murder, and I had the evidence to prove itl It was 
incredible that a man could have duped so many people so 
thoroughly, but Alex Burton h:i.d managed it. 

All in all, it rather amused me. This hullabaloo was the 
most damaging comment imaginable on the intellect of the 
common herd. John Venci, too, would have apprecitated a 
joke like this. 

From John Venci's strongbox I selected the name of Parker 
King, a wealthy state senator, to go to work on. Politicians 
are easier to convince than most men; they have more to 
be afraid of. So Senator King seemed an excellent prospect. 
At the same time, as I looked into King's background, there 
was Dorris Venci who had to reckoned with. The task was 
not unpleasant, not in the least, so long ns we kept it 
purely biological. And, too, there was Pat Kelso. 

For me, Pat completed the circle. King promised the pros• 
pect of violence that I had to have to feel alive, Dorris 
offered biological satisfaction which I needed to keep my 
brain honed to the necessary sharpness. Pat Kelso • . . she 
was everything else. 

I went after her. 

"Why, hello there!" 
I had tried several things since Burton's funeral: A few 

woI'ds at the mailbox, brief, senseless conversations in the 
hallway of our apartment building. Those tactics hadn't 
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got me anywhere, so I had come right out to the Burton 
factory where she still worked, 

It was quitting time and she had come out with all the 
other office workers this time. No chauffeur to pick her up 
in a limousine and whisk her off to the University Club, 
Burton's death had brought Pat Kelso down in the world 
somewhat, but it hadn't brought her off her queenly be::ning. 

l said, "Remember me? I'm your neighbor. William 
O'Connor from across the hall." 

" . . .  Oh, yes," smiling faintly. "I didn't know you worked 
here, 1'-tr. O'Connor." 

I laughed. "I don"t work here, I just came out to see a 
friend who does. Charlie Burkett, in Advertising. Maybe you 
know him." 

"No, I'm afraid I don't." We were standing on the side
walk in front of the buil<l.ing, the white-collar parade going 
past on either side. 

"Miss Kelso," I said, and she paused for a moment, half 
turning. "I w:ls just thinking, Miss Kelso, I'm going back 
to the apartment myself." 

No smile this time. 'Tm sorry, Mr. O'Connor, I'd 
rather. . , ." 

She left it hanging, nodded, then walked on by herself. 
Well, by God, I thought. this kind of t:h:ing has got to stop! 
I'm getting pretty goddamn tired of women looking at me 
like I was something pickled in form.aldehyde. I followed 
her. 

I said, "All right, I didn't come out here to see a friend, 
and I never knew a Charlie Burkett." 

Anyway, it stopped her, it surprised her. "I beg your 
pardon?'' 

"J\·Hss Kelso," I said, "don't you think it's about time you 
joined the Living?" 

She frmvned, "Really, Mr. O"Connor, I don't know . . .  " 
"Yes, you do," I said. ''I've tried just abm1t everything in 

the book to get to l'llow you bettet, and finally I tried this; 
you know it." 

People were staring at us, and that bothered her. I took 
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her arm and helped her into a waiting ta:d. then got in 
beside he.r. I said to the driver, "'The L.ike Hotel," then 
settled back and looked at her. 

She was not afraid, merely curious. "You are very per
suasive person, Mr. O'Connor," she said dryly, 

"Yes, I can be persuasive if the occasion c.i\ls for it." 
Unsmiling, she looked at me, strangely. as thouizh she 

was seeing me for the first time. She said, "What did you 
mean when you said it was time I joined the Livin,::!?" 

"It's pretty obvious to ,m interested observer. You haven't 
been anywhere, seen anybody, you haven't even .�rniled since 
Alex Burton was killed." 

She looked as though I had slapped her. "Rdax," I said. 
It seemed that I was always telling women to relnx. "lt's 
not exactly a secret, is it, that Alex Burton und his secrct«ry 
were . . .  " 

''I'll thank you," she hissed, "to keep out of my life, Mr. 
O'Connor!" 

I shmgged. 
"And I'm not going to the Lake Hotel with yon, or any• 

where else! I'm going home!" 
"I ha<l hoped I wouldn't have to bring this np." I said, 

"but vou leave me no alternative. It's a little awkward for 
me; f�r a \vhile I thought about tellinp: it to the police, hut 
theu I thought what the hell, there's 110 use spoiling a nice 
�irl's life." I grinned. "You are a nice girl, aren't you, !\Iiss 
Kelso?" 

She didn't know what I was getting at, h11t she was doing 
some pretty fast guessing, and she didn't like it. I �aid, 
"It was pare accident, understand, that I happened to see 
Burton entering your apartment just about the time he was 
killed, according to the police coroner. After all, we are 
neighbors, and a person does get curious about his neig:hhors 
sometimes, Of course, at the time, I thought you would tell 
tlrn police yourself- but I understt1nd now that it would have 
pbccd you in an-unfavorable light, so I really don't blame 
you. Still, it is information that the police might. " 

"What do you want!" she said hoarsely. 
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"Wantr• Lord, she was beautiful] Her eyes blazed with 
anger and every inch of her was alive. 

"My wants are very simple," I st1id. "I'm a londy guy 
in a strange town. I want a bottle of good wine, a good 
meal, and a beautiful girl to keep me company�the most 
natural desires in the world." 

She said one word, under her breath, and not a very nice 
word at that. 

I laughed. "You won't believe this, but I almost never 
make a goocl impression on people. That has always seemed 
unfair, because I'm a lovable guy when you get to know 
me.'" 

'Tll het!" 

I JiJrnd this. ! had a feelinit that under that mask of hers 
was something very exciting. Then the cab stopped and I was 
surprised to Ree that we were already in the heart of town, 
at the Lake Hotel. 

"Fi11c!" I paid the driver, assisted her from the cab. 
Pat seemed to know her way around so I said, "The choice 

is up to you. There must be a good saloon somewhere in 
this place." The decor in the African Room was extremely 
modem and angular and not much to my taste, but it was 
better than anything I had seen for five years so I didn't 
complain. 

I looked at Pat when the waiter anived nnd she said, 
�Martini, five-to-one," 

I looked at the waiter and he nodded that he had the 
order. I said, "Bourbon on the rocks," and he went away. 

We said nothing until the drinks arrived and the waiter 
went' nwa}' ,1gain. Then she looked at me, angrily. "Now I 
want to know the reason for all this!" 

"I tole! you, I was lonely," 
"I don't feel like jokes. What is it you want?" 
"l told you what I wanted. Maybe it's stra11ge, but it's 

the truth." 
"Understand one thing," she said tightly, "I don't have to 

stand for this . . .  this caveman performance of yours. I 
have friends • . ," 
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''Have you?" I said. "Alex Burton had people in debt to 

him and might have called them friends, but they don't 
count now." 

Color crept high in her face. "I must h:we hcen insnne," 
she said, "when I allowed you to drag me into that taxi. 
I thought , , . I don't know what I thought. But I know 
one thing, I've had enough." She stood up. 

I said, "Sit down!" 
She didn't move. 
I came half out of my chair. "Listen to me!" I s::iirl "You 

try to leave this room and I'll cause the goddamnedest scene 
you ever sawl I'll tie you up with the Burton murder and get 
your name in headlines if I have to print the papers myselfl 
Now sit down!" 

She dropped as though she had been �hot. 
"That's better, Now drink your Martini and calm down 

n little." 
She glared at me, then downed the drink angrily, The 

we11-trained waiter was right at my dhow, ready to pic·k 
11p the empty glass. "Another of the same," I said, "for the 
lady." 

We sat in absolute silence until the drink arrived. I hadn't 
me.int for it to be like this at all, I had meant for it to he 
n nice, smooth operation carried off in a civilized manner. But, 
goddamnit, people simply would not allow me to be civ
ilized. 

Jesus, I thought, I don't enjoy this sort of thing; I'm no 
goddamn sadist. A certain amount of viokncc, sure; like a 
good fighter, I needed a certain amount of viofont•e to keep 
my reflexes in condition. 

The waiter came and went :i.way again, and still we sat 
there in silence. But she didn't look quite as angry now. I 
could ulmost see her taking control of her emotions, and some 
of the fire went out of her eyes, and she sat there for a 
long while, studying me coldly, calmly, 

"Well." I said at last, "what do you see?" 
'', � . 1'1n not sure�" 
"Believe me," I said, "I didn't enjoy that little scene. I 
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hadn't meant for it to be that way at all. Now, have you 
calmed down a littler' 

u .• • •  Yes .. h 

"Fine. Finish your martini, then if you still want to walk 
out, I won't try to stop you. Is that fair enoughr' 

"Mr. O'Connor," she said coldly, "I want to usk you once 
more. ·what do you want from me?" 

I sighed. "I don't know what's wrong here, I honestly don't. 
V,lc speak tlie same language, don't we, the American lan
guage? I've told you tlu-ee times, it's a universal plot: boy 
meets girl, the oldest plot in the world. My methods were 
unorthodox, I admit it, and perhaps they were all wrong, I 
admit that too, but believe me, that's all there is to it. To 
put it bluntly, I snw you, I wanted you, I went after you. 
Do I make mvsclf clear?" 

'"Things you· want . • •  Do you always go after them like 
this?" 

"That depends on the situation and the value of the object 
desired." 

"I see." Her hand was perfectly steady as she lifted the 
milrtini to her lips. "Do your methods work?" she asked, her 
gaze lowered. 

"Yes," I said, "my methods usually work. Not always, 
of course; nothing is perfect. But ninety per cent of the time, 
yes, they work." 

"See something you want, take it," she said. 
"You amaze me," I said. "Yes, that sums up my philosophy 

pretty well. It is simple, direct, completely honest." 
She lifted her gaze to stare at me. "Honest?" 
She was interested now; at least, she was curious, and 

this pleased me. I said, "Of course. The strong take from 
the weak. They always have and always shall. That is the 
first law of Nature, and what could be more honest than 
Nature? 

"That sounds pretty pat for a philosophy."' 
"Of course it's pat, because it is simple, and honesty is 

a straight line between the question and the answer." 
"It sounds like a negative philosophy, at the very least." 
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''Negative? That depends on one's definition of good and 

evil. But flrst philosophy itseH must be defined. 'Philosophy,' 
said a certain Frenchman, 'is the pursuit of pleasure.' What 
could be more sensible? Now, how <lo you achieve this 
philosophic pleasure? Pleasure is brought about through the 
fulflllment of personal ambition, the acquisition of wealth 
or power, or the titillation of our senses and appetites." 

She sat there for a moment, still staring very soberly at my 
face. 'Tm sorry," I said. "I don't mean to bore you." 

" . . .  I'm not exactly bored," she said, after a moment. 
"I have a question.'' 

"Shoot.'' 
"Who is the Frenchman you admire so much and love 

to quote?" 
I laughed. "I was afraid you woulcl ask that-please don't 

allow his reputation to obscure his logic. His name was 
the Mnr<]ni� rlf' Sade." 

"Where did he die, this hero of yours, this Marquis de 
Sade?" 

" . . .  In a madhouse, I believe." 
She smiled thinly. "That's some philosophy you've adopted, 

Mr. O'Connor!" 
I could have carried my argument forward and perhaps 

made a point or two, but I was no longer interested in ab. 
stract criminal theory. It had served its purpose for the 
present, it had got Pat Kelso curious as to just what the hell 
kind of guy I was, anyway. 

Then she jarred me. "I met a man once," she said, "who 
had ideas much the same as yours. His name was Vend. 
John Vend, l believe." 

''Venci?" 
How much did she know? How much was she guessin�? 
I said, "I don't believe I know the name. \Vho is hei'" 
"He is dead," she said flatly, "He was a g,mgster un<l 

very powerful, but now he is dead." 
", . . I see," Then I said, "I find this interesting-you and 

a gangster, I mean. You don't seem to go together. How did 
you meet?� 
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"Through a . • . friend." 
"Alex Burton?" 

65 

That wa$ the sensitive nerve. Something happened to her, 
especially to her eyes, when his name was mentioned. I 
said. "All right, it isn't important. we'll forget it," I noticed 
that her glass was empty again, and I remembered that I 
had made a promise tmd would have to keep it. Pat Kelso 
was no person to be held by chains alone; there had to be 
something stronger than that: curiosity, hate, fear. But some 
attraction had to be there, and it had to be a good deal 
stronger than mere intimidation. There came a time, after 
the first show of force, when a twiner had to take a dog 
off a leash and see if he would heel of his own accord. 

The waiter was there again, ready to pick up the glass. 
1 said, "It's up to you. Do you still want to go home?" 

For a moment I thought she was going to say yes. She 
glanced at me, surprised at B.rst, then suddenly she amazed 
me by bughing. "I don't think I ever saw a man so sure of 
himself!" 

"Does that mean you'll have dinner with me?" 
" • . •  Yes. I believe it does." 

1 felt like a million dollars. I was beginning to live, actually 
beginning to enjoy myself for the £.rst time since I crashed 
off that prison work gang. We left the Lake Hotel and went 
t o  a place called Mornni's, an old Colonial mansion-rather, 
what looked like an old Colonial mansion, The owner himself 
hustled forv,mrd when he saw who we were, looking mildly 
shocked and grieved, and I guessed that this was one of 
the places that Burton and Pat had favored while Burton 
ho.cl still been alive, This suited me fine; it amused me to  
walk in and take over where the late ex-governor had left 
off, right down to his girl and favorite restaurant. 

"Miss Kelso," the owner said gravely, "I can not tell you 
how very pleased to . • .  " 

"To see me back ngain?" Pnt laughed and patted his 
hand. "Angelo, you know I could not live in Lake City and 
not visit the famous Mo-ranil .Angelo, this is Mr. O'Connor, an 
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old friend, and we are starved. Do be a dear, will you, and 
tell Mario we are here," 

Angelo Morani shook my hand, but his heart wasn't in 
it. After we were seated I said, uWho's Mario?" 

"The chef, of course." 
"Oh, I see. The minute we come in the chef drops every

thing and takes our order personally. ,vho are we supposed 
to be, anyway, visiting royalty?" 

She smiled. "TI1ey remember me as Alex Burton's • • •  
friend. I'm not kidding myself; Lhe reflected glory won't last 
long, but as long as it does last I can't see why I shouldn't 
take adv:i.ntage of it, do you?" 

For just a moment I reached across the table and took 
her hand. "You're quite a riddle," I said. "A few minutes 
ago you huned pale every time I mentioned Burton, now 
you're taking it in stride.n 

"Maybe I've come, at last, to join the Living, as you 
advised." , 

"You won't be sorry. Burton had his day in this town, but, 
believe me, I'll have mine too. And soon. Pat I'm going 
to let you in on a little secret. I'm going to tum this town 
upside down and shake it till its teeth rattle-so help me, 
within u few months nobody'll remember Alex Burton ever 
lived!" 

She looked at me, steadily. ''When you say it like that, I 
can almost believe you will do it." 

"I'll do it, all right. I'll . . ." 
I looked up and the chef, a great, red-faced man with 

bristling mustaches and lively eyes, stood beaming down on 
Pat. 

"Miss Kelso!" 
"Mario, it's wonderful to �ee you again!" 
"Thank you!" he said, obviously not annoyed at being 

called from his kitchen. "Now!" he be:imed. "For dinner, 
what shull it be? Bnt wait, let Mario do it! A great surprise, 
what do you say to that?" 

"I think it's wonde.ful. You do that, Mario, a surprise for 
two." 
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I said, "Tell me something." And she looked straight 

through me, waiting. "Tell me," I said, "why you decided 
not to walk out on me.'' 

"Credit it to momentary insanity." 
I laughed. "All right, now tell me something else, about 

you, Pat Kelso." · A full minute went by before she said a thing. Then, at 
la!:!:, when she did speak, her voice was surprisingly calm 
and pleasant. "There isn't much to tell; my family was poor 
but proud, as they say. My father sent me to the best schools, 
although it plunged him into b:mkruptcy, and I failed to 
live up to his expectations br marrying well�to-do, so . • .  I 
began looking for a job.'' 

:?hat's ho,�v you met Burton?" 
. . .  Yes. 

"One thing I would like to 1..-now, Were you in love with 
him?" 

I thought she wasn't going to answer nt nll this time. 
But fin:i.lly she looked at me with a forthrightness that was 
stunning. 'Tll say this one time, just one time, and then 
w�'.11 neyer �peak of �lex Burton again." 

Thats farr enough. 
"No, I don"t think I loved himt she said ffatly. "But I 

adored him. He was the kindest, gentlest, most generous man 
I have ever known. When I was wHh him he made me feel 
that I belonged to another world. The ·world my family had 
once belonged to, long ago." 

That stopped me for a moment. I had only to look in her 
eyes to know that she actually believed it, what she bud said 
about Burton. 

Great God! I thought, what a politician he must have been! 
That thieving bastard, that robber of the poor, that mur
derer who could look a girl like Pat in the eye and convince 
her that he was kind, gentle, generous-a saint, practically[ 
I felt the laughter bubbling in my throat but didn't dare let 
it come out. What a joke this wasl 

But she would never know. Not from me. I had the i:iood 
sense to see that nothing I could say would change it-it 
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would only make her hate me-so I said nothing. I accepted 
it. 

After all, what difference did it make now? Alex Burton 
was dead. 

Then I began getting a hunch about Pat Kelso. I began 
to woi1dcr if it h;id been Burton's gentleness, kindness, that 
had really drmvn her to him. I wondered if it couldn't have 
been his "generosity" that had really hooked her • . •  

I saw the wine waiter headed in our cUrection and I said 
quickly, "I told you once I was goini; to shake this town 
till its teeth rattled. And I will. A lot of loose change is 
going to fall from a lot of pockets-how'd you like to be 
standing in just the right place to catch some of it?" 

She smiled, mostly with her eyes. 
"You amaze me, Mr. O'Connor. I'd like very much to be 

standing there when the money starts to fall." 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

IT WAS CALLED the Marlow Building, :i relatively new and 
modern building in downtown Lake City. I walked in and 
studied the building directory for a moment, then headed 
for the elevator. The elevator starter, a unifonned girl of 
about twenty-four, held the car when she saw me coming, 

::coin ii; up, ,,siri'" 
I sure nm! 

Yes sir, there wa.� no doubt about it. I was on my way and 
the sky was the limit. The elevator doors came together 
with a whisper, shutting out the marble-floored lobby, the 
small exclusive shops. It's quite a building, all 1ight, I 
thought, and it must cost Parker King :i pretty penny to 
keep a suite of office in it, A man with a very tall stack 
of blue chips. That was Mr. King, Senator Parker Everest 
King. 

I felt nine feet tall when I stepped out of the elevator on 
the fourteenth floor, This was one of those buildings that 
had no thirteenth floor-ten, eleven. twelve, fourteen. But it 
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was still the thirteenth floor, no matter wh:1t they called it, 
and Parker King was going to find it plenty ,mlucky; you 
could bet your life on that, 

I walked left from the elevator and there were eight 
doors, all in a line, all with frosted glass panels, all with the 
lettering on them: THE P. E. KING COMPANY CONTRAC. 
TORS. I opened the first door and went in. 

The receptionist, an attractive, businesslike woman of 
about forty-two or three, said, "May I help you, sir?" 

"Yes, I'd like to see Mr. King.ff 
"I see. Mr. King has a very full morning, sir, I'm afraid 

I couldn't possibly disturb him just now. May I have your 
name, sir, and the nature of your business?" 

'William O'Connor, which won't mean anything to him. 
The business is . . •  confidential." 

"I see," she said, writing it down: William O'Connor, no 
appointment, confidential business. She took the note and 
went into another oflice. 

She returned. "I'm sorry, Mr. O'Connor, but Mr. King's 
morning schedule is completely filled. Perhaps if you could 
come again tomorrow, or call . . .  " 

'Tin afraid that will be impossible," I said. 
I took an envelope from my inside coat pocket, selected 

one of several photostats that had been in it, and put the 
other photostats back in my pocket. I borrowed the recep
tionist's fountain pen and wrote across the face of the 
photostat: This will give you an idea how con-fidential my 
business is. O'Connor. 

I said, "Will you please give this to Mr. King:?" 
She didn't like the idea of disturbing the Great Man again, 

but that hocus-pocus with the photostat had looked pretty 
important and she didn't want to miss any bets. The re
ceptionist gave the envelope to the other girl. and the girl 
took it into the other office, nnd after n moment she oame 
back, spoke to the receptionist, both of them looking at me. 

"Mr, King will see you, Mr. O'Connor," the receptionist 
said. 

"Thank you." 



70 NEVER SAY NO TO A KILLER 

"ThLc; way, sir," the other girl, the secretary, said. 
I followed her out of the front office, through the otl1er 

office, and through the doors of the sanctum sanctorum it
self. 

Parker King was waiting, and he ,vas angry. He stuck the 
opened envelope under my nose ancl said, "What the hell's 
the meaning of this!" 

"I thought it was perfectly obvious." I said, "It's blackmail." 
That stopped him. He was a good looking guy about forty, 

well tanned, well dressed, well fed, and no doubt well sat
isfied, w1til I had stepped in with that photostat and knocked 
the wind out of him. There is some sort of perversity in most 
humans that makes it impossible for them to call a spade 
a spade, no matter how obvious it is. 

"Blackmail," I said. "There's no use chasing out tnils and 
wasting time. You have in your hand a photostatic copy 
of some very important and con.fldential documents, mude 
from originals which are in my possession, though not on 
my person, naturally. To get do-w,i to case�, you will notice 
that there is a cancelled check, made out to cash and signed 
by you, in the amount of thirty-five hundred dollars. And here 
is a photostat of the county commissioner's bank statement 
-please note the deposit date of May Third, the day after 
you wrote the check; the entry is a deposit of thirty-five 
hundred dollars. Strangely enough, here is a photostat from 
the commissioner's office records which shows that your 
firm was awarded a large turnpike construction contract on 
the very day the check was written, dcspite the fact that 
there were seven bids lower than the one your fmn sub
mitted. 

"How am I doing, Mr. King? I s  the picture beginning to 
form? Well, I'm not through yet, there's still the clincher, 
there's the photostat of a memo you made dated Mny First 
-can you read it, Mr. Kingi' You're damn right you can, It 
says, 'See Anderson 11 A.M. 5-3 re turnpike deal'. It's a note 
made in your own hand, on the memo pad that's on your 
desk right now. Well, King, how does it look? Have I got 
you or haven't I?'' 
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He looked gutshot and sick, but there was still some fight 
in him. "You pwik," he said ho;mely, "Do you know who 
you're talking tol Do you know what the penalty for 
blackmail is in thls state!" 

I knew who I was talking to, all right. I took a step for� 
ward :md pushed him against his desk. "Do I know who 
rm talking to?'' I said. �Now there's an idiotic quc.�tion
I know more about you tlmn your own mother could ever 
guess. I know you for the thieving sonofobitch you really 
are, King, and that's not just guessing; I've got the proof. 
Sure, you're a state senator, which bothers me not at all. 
You•re a state senator who has a pretty good chance of 
becoming Governor somcd,1y, if you keep your nose clean, 
and that's exnctly the reason you're going to do as I say, 
because you want to be Governor, :md bec:1t1se you haven't 
got the guts to do anything else. Oh, I know who I'm tnlking 
to, all right. You think I'd be damn fool enough to approach 
someone with a deal like this unless I knew him?" 

I let him go and he almost foll. 
::what . . . what 10 you wantl" 
Money, of course. 

"And what . . .  do I get for it?" 
.,I um not an unreasonable mnn, Mr. King. Get in and 

get out, tlrnt's my motto. I'm here to sell you the originals 
of those photostatic copies yon have in your hand-my 
price is twenty thousand dollars." 

"What!0 

«Twenty thousand dollars," I �aid. "Think of it. that's 
not so expen�ive for complete protection. You'll be buying 
the original documents, remember that, not the copies. 
You won't have to worry about my milking you year after 
year. One price buys everything, a clean bill of health. Any� 
way, what are you hollering «bout? You made more than 
twenty thousand out of that contract deal with Commis
sion�•r Anderson." 

His face was gray, "I won't pay itl" 
This was just reflex. His morale had taken a beating and 

be had to make a show of resistance for his own benefit. 
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"All right," I said. 
That surprised him, 
"What?" 
"I said all right, I can't force you to buy something you 

don't want. All I can do is take the documents to the 
proper authorities and see that they get the proper pub
licity. You know, maybe I had you ngured wrong, King. I 
figured your political life was worth at least twenty thousand; 
I had it figured :ill along that you would consider it a bargain 
at that price. Wdl, I ttuess I was wrong," 

He looked a hundred years old. " • . .  Ten thousand," he 
said finally. 

I hooked a chair with my foot, pulled it up and snt down. 
"I have nothit1,r.t important to do," I said. "I can wait. If 
you want to play it cuto, it's all right with me." 

He put his hands to his face and for one horrible mo
ment I was afraid he was going to cry. But he got hold of 
himself. He wiped his forehead with a crisp white linen 
handkerchief, then tucked the handkerchief back into his 
chest pocket, very neatly. 

It didn't take long. " . . •  All right, Twenty thousand. Now 
where are the originals." 

This was more like it. '1 told von I didn't hnve them on 
me, But I'll have them this afternoon, say one o'clock," 

He nodded heavily, 
"At the Central Bus Station," I said. "Ill have the papers 

and you hiwe the money, in small bills, notl1ing over a 
twenty. One o'clock will give you plenty of time to arrange 
it at the bank." 

I stood up, smiled. "Mr. King, it's been a great pleasure 
to do business ..,.,jth a man of your intelligence." 

The girl in the second office, the secretary, smiled as I 
cnme out of King's office. "It's a beautiful day, isn't it, sir?" 
she said. 

"It sure is that! It's a beautiful day!" 
But it was only the beginning. Let's sec now, I thought, 

floating down the corridor toward the elevators. Let"s see, 
King buys one bill of goods for twenty thousand, and there 
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must be at least enough material in his files for four more 
sales. Four times twenty thousand . . . froe times twenty 
thousand, counting the present deal, came to an even hun
dred thousand. One hundred thousand beautiful dollars, that's 
what Parker King was worth to me if I handled it right! If I 
didn't push him too hard or too fast. One hundred thousand 
dollars! 

Still, that was only the beginning! 
In John Venci's strongbox there were at least fifteen 

mnnes that should be worth plenty. Conservatively, there 
were at least ten names that should be worth as much a.� 
King. But let's be super-conservative, let's say they're worth 
only half as much as King . . .  let's see, that would be 
'{ice times one hundred thousand dolfurs, that was what 
John Venci's strongbox was ,vorth to me! 

And this was the kind of money that John Venci bnd 
passed np for the sake of revenge! With Venci it figured. 
He'd had all Lhe monev he could use; he could afford to 
be a theorist. A man like that could afford to kick a mil
lion bucks in the face if he felt like it, but not me. 

Not Roy Surratt. 
No sir, there was a time to be practical, and this was 

it. After I had milked this thing for al! it was worth, m:iybe 
I too could afford to retire to a private monastery and con
template the philosophic troths of crime. But not now. By 
God, I was just beginning to live, and I was going to en
joy itl 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

AT F.X:AC'l'LY one o'clock Parker King walked into the Cen
tral Bm St;ltion. His face was mask-like, his eyes tired and 
expressionless. He carried a thick leather briefcase and looked 
more like n European diplomat headed for the United 
Nations Assembly than a state senator on his way to pay 
twenty thousand dollars wortl1 of blackmail. 

I was at the lunch counter having a sandwich when he 
came in. 
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He looked like he needed a sandwich. And plenty of 

milk and sun and lots of rest. Parker King looked like a man 
who was verv dose to a nervous breakdown. 

'The pape�s," he said huskily. "For God's sake, if any
one should see me here, that alone would be enough to make 
them suspect something, A bus station!" 

I took tbe papers from my inside coat pocket and 1pve 
them to him. Nervously, he glanced at them, then sagged 
with relief when he saw that everything was there. "There's 
just one thing," he said. "I don't want to see you ugain, 
ever, understand?" 

"I understand," 
He sat the briefcase down and started to go, and I said, 

"Just a minute, I'll go outside with you and carry the brief
case. You had it in your hand when you came in. We don't 
want somebody to think you forgot your briefcase and I was 
trying to get away wHh it, do. you?'' 

"I . . . hadn't thought of that." 
"You should set aside an hour every day," I �aid, "jmt 

for thinking. You'd be surprised how much trouble you can 
avoid through a little thinking. Well, I'm ready," 

I picked up the briefcase and we went out together, as 
though we were buddies, or anyway business acquaintances. 
When we got to the sidewalk I said, "I don't suppose I 
need to ask what's in this briefcase." 

He looked at me, hard, then turned and motioned to a 
taxi starter. I grinned. Yes sir, this had been a hell of a d:iyl 

At five o'clock that afternoon I was back in front of the 
Burton Manufacturing and Construction Company watching 
the flow of white-collar workers as they crowded out of 
the building. I called out when I saw Pat. 

Her eyes widened when she saw the car. It was a Lincoln, 
just like the one Dorris Vend had, only this one wfls black 
and brand new, She crossed through a line of waiting taxis 
to where I was parked. 

"Where on earth did you get that?" 
"Just <lrove it off the show room floor. Get in." 
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"Well, , , ." She shook her head, surprise still in her eyes. 

I got out then, went around the car aud opened the door 
for her. She turned and stepped inside. After I went around 
and got under the wheel again, she said, "Are you sure you 
just drove this off the floor?" 

'"Look at the indicated milage; exactly twenty-seven miles, 
What do you think I did, steal it?" 

"I must admit the possibility crossed my mind." 
"I can afford an automobile like this. Remember what I 

said Inst night about turning this town upside down and 
shaking it?" 

" . . •  Yes."' 
"And you said you'd like to be standing in the right place 

when the money started to fall?" 
"I . . . might have said something to that effect; I can't 

be sure." 
"You can be sure about one thing," I said. "'Look in the 

back seat.'-' 
She turned her head and made a small sound when she 

saw the package. It was a hell of a fancy package, a big 
flat box wrapped in bfack and silver striped paper, tied 
with a black and silver ribbon. 

qWhat is it?'' 
"lt's for you," I said, "ThiH is the day money started to 

fall, and you were stunding in the right place." 
She didn't touch the package; she was still a little stunned, 

and that amused me. "I think I called yon a peasant last 
night," she said after a moment. "It looks as though I'll have 
to take hack those words." 

I grinned. "You want to open it now, or wait?" 
"Where are we going?" 
"To my apartment." I said. "This is a day worth remem

bering, this is a day to celebrate. I bought some wine, and 
had a caterer get the place in shape and prepare some 
snacks. How does it sound?" 

" . . .  Interesting. Unusual, I must say, but interesting,» 
"We'll wait, then, with the package. All right?" She nod

ded, and I switched on the Lincoln and moved it through 
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the crowded traffic. Wt! had traveled six or seven blocks 
and she hadn't said a word. 

Then: "I don't suppose you want to tell me where your 
sudden riches came from . • .  I know it's none of my 
hnsinr.ss." 

�It's simple. I had something to sell and found a man who 
wanted to buy; the very soul of commerce, the life blood 
of capitalism, the age-ol<l law of supply and demand. Look," 
l said, "I got off on the wrong foot with you; I admit it. 
I got a little rough, but actunlly I'm not a rough guy at all. 
Believe me, everything is fine." 

"Forget it." 
I parked the Lincoln in one of the i:;nrngcs behind the 

apartment building an<l Pat and I used the rear entrance to 
get to my place. I had the package under my nrm, anxious 
to see her face when she opened it, This will t1uiw her out, 
I thought. If she doesn't react positively to the stimul11s of 
this package, then I've wasted a hell of a lot of time studying 
the science of human motivation! 

"Here we are," I said, putting the key in the lock. I 
had opened the door, just a little, just a crack, when I saw 
Dorris Venci there in my apartment! I had iust started to 
shove the door all the way open and step inside for Pat 
to enter, when I saw her sitting there, motionless, those 
Zeiss-lens eyes focused emptily on my foce. I closed the 
door, fast. 

"Look," I said, "I just happened to think of something. 
Something I forgot to do. Will you do me a favor, ,vill you 
go in your own apartment for a few minutes, powder your 
nose or something, until I get everything just right? I don't 
know about you, but this is a big day for me, and l want to 
he absolutely sure that everything is right. Will you humor 
mei'" 

An �yebrow_ lifted the slightest bit, that was all. "Of 
course, she sad. 

She it:we me her key :ind I opened the door to her own 
apartment. "Just a few minutest I said heartily, "this isn't 
going to take long," 
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Alone, I stood there in the hnllway thinking: Chri.�t, I 
hope she didn't see Dorris in there! She would recognize her 
sure as hell and pretty soon she would start putting things 
together. Pat Kelso was no dummy. She wasn't just another 
piece of gorgeous sex machinery; she had a brain, 

I took a deep breath, feeling the anger flow over me, 
feeling i t  in my guts, in my muscles, in my brain. I gave 
myself a few seconds to calm down, then shoved the door 
open and went in. 

I ha<l forgotten about the caterer. She was a short, fat 
Gennan woman of about fifty, very neat and businesslike in 
a starched white dress, gleaming white shoes, a small 
heart-shaped light blue apron. She looked perfectly antiseptic 
and sterile and happy. 

"Oh, Mr. O'Connor," she beamed, "I believe everything is 
in order. Everything, just as you ordered it. Smoked turkey, 
baked ham, a shrimp bowl, mushroom salad. The sweet
brc:icls are in the chafing dish, sir, over the warmer, and 
the wine is in the refrigerator ready to be iced." 

"Thank you," I said, ''everything looks 6.ne." Dorris Vcnci 
sat as though she were hypnotized, saying nothing. I paid 
the woman from the caterer's, made a deposit on the dishes 
and told her she could go. 

I turned to Dorris and said, �rm getting pretty goddamn 
tired of your walking into my place like this. To be per
fectly honest, I'm getting tired of you. Can't you see I had 
something- of my own arranged here?" 

She turned those eyes on me, and only then did I see how 
washed out she looked. Her face had aged ten years in the 
past two weeks. 

"You . . . haven't called," she said flatly. "I • • .  haven't 
heard from von in �everal davs." 

"Listen to me," I said, "we'd better get somethinir straight. 
and right now. You have no hold on me at all; the minute 
yoll turned over your husband's strongbox, it was over. You 
didn't buy a damn thing. Is that clear?'' 

Suddenly she put her bands to her face, covering her 
face. 
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"Now what's wrong with yon?" 
"I wish I were dead!" Her voice ca.me mulled through 

her hands. "l wish I had the courage to end it\" 
"Great Codi" I groaned, "don't go into that act. I conldn't 

stomach it. Look here, you're :i good looking woman, there 
are plenty of meu who would go for you in a big way. Stop 
seeing yourseH as so damned abnormal. You !..-now what's 
really wrong with you? Not your abnonnality, but your 
fear of it. You're a starving woman, surrounded with food, 
and you haven't got the guts to admit you're hungry. You 
can't go on pretending tlut your husband took advantage of 
you, or that I did. You wanted it, and you know you did, 
desperately." 

.. No!" It w::is almost like a small scream, 
"Then why did you come herer" 
"I . . . I love vou. . . ," 
I laughed. "Tha°t's what I thought you would say. You 

don't love me, but yon do need me. Or think you do. Just 
the way you needed John Venci. He was the only man in 
the ·world for you, almost a god, simply because he knew 
about you, and you didn't hnvc to tell him. As long as you 
didn't have to admit it to yourseH, you could go on pretending 
that you were normal, whatever that means. 

'Well," I said, �rm going to tell you one more thing. 
You"re going to wind up in n nuthouse, and soon, if -you 
don't snap out of it, You don't have your husband now. And 
you don't have me, either, because I'm tired of you. What 
you ought to do is go down to the docks and pick up a 
gorilla that would really know how to treat you." 

"No!D 

"All right. If you'd rather have the nuthouse." 
She took her hands from her face and sat there shuddering. 

She was looking into the future and seeing nothing but 
darkne�s. "\Vell," I said, "I tried to tell you, but you won't 
listen. Now you've got to get out of here." 

", . , Roy," It was barely n whisper, "Please • • •  don't 
send me away!" 

"I told you I'm through with you. I told you what"s wrong 
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with you and what you need to set you right. That's ull I 
c.1.n do." 

I took her ann and pulled her out of t11e chair. I guided 
her to the door, made sure that the hallway was clear and 
shoved her out. 

I was through with Dorris Venci. 
I've made that clear, I thought, even to her. rm through 

with her. If she wants to kill herself, that's fine with me. If 
she winds up in a nuthouse, that's fine too, I just don't give 
a damn what happens to her. But she had better keep away 
from me! 

I got myself cahned down, finally. I went to· the bathroom 
:md rinsed my face with cold water and felt a little better, 
Crazy damn woman! 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

"How oo you like it?" 
"It's be:mtifull It's positively beautiful!" 
"Come on in the bedroom and look at yourself in the 

mirror." 
"Really, you shouldn't have done thisl It's much too 

expensive!" 
"That's nonsense. All good things come expensive, I 

learned that long ago, while dishwashing my wuy through 
college." 

It really was a hell of a coat. To be perfectly truthful, 
it was much more coat than I had figured on ut first, but 
the minute I saw it I knew thnt nothing else would do. It 
was a French import, a Bahnain, with an exterior of oyster 
white nylon velvet which is absolutely the most decadent 
mnterial ever created by the hand of man, and it was com-. pldely lined with natural wild mink. The fantastic ex
travai;:ance of lining a coat with wild mink had completely 
fascin:ited the more bizaare aspect of my nature. When they 
first showed it to me I had burst into laughter, How many 
Frenchmen would go without shoes this winter, how many 
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Parisian bellies would be empty-and who gave a damnP 
"That coat," I had told the sales girl, "is absolutely the god
damnedest, most decadent exampl e of a completely lost 
civilization that I have ever seen-and 111 take it!" 

Pat hugged the coat around her and studied herself 
from all angles in the bedroom mirror. She had the kind of 
poise that could not be taught, it was the result of a long 
purebred bloodline and nothing else. She was class, every 
inch of her, and that coat was just for her, 

�It comes off pretty well," I said. WU there nre any changes 
you want on it, the shop it came from will take care of it." 

"I wouldn't have it touched!" she said, "Not for anything 
in the world! It's just perfect . , . but it frightens me when 
I think what it must have costl" 

It had cost damn near as much as the Lincoln, but it 
was worth it, every penny. I said, "From now on we don't 
consider price tngs, we don't even look at them. Now how 
about some wine?'' 

� • • •  All right," 
She kept posing. turning, staring at herself in the mirror. 

Strangely, she hadn't smiled, not onee. From the time she 
opened the package she had registered a good mnny emotions, 
but she hadn't smiltid. She had wmpped the cont around her, 
tightly, hugged herself in it, almost as though she were trying 
to lose herself in the sheer luxury of it. There was a bright 
ecstasy in her eyes as she burrowed deeper nnd deeper into 
the incredible softness of the for, and for a moment I 
imagined that she was trying to hide, that she was receding 
into the soft, secure folds of fur. 

I had learned some things about Pat Kelso, and I under
stood a little of what she must have folt at that moment. At 
one time the Kelsos had had everything. They were an old 
family, and very proud, but unfortunately the ability to make 
money had not grown with their great pride. Pat's father 
had been forced into bankruptcy, and later, suicide. It 
must hnve been quite a comedown for this girl of beauty and 
breeding. And I could appreciate how she must have felt, 
smothering herself in a four thousand dollar Paris coat, 
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returning to the past for a moment, in that symbol of lost 
glory. 

I understood. I was pleased. 
I had found her Achilles heel. as I had found Dorris 

Venci's. Now I knew to what frequency Pat Kelso vibrated. 
and I could control her as surelv as an  audio oscillator could 
control the wave form in an amplifier. 

Yes sir, I thought, in this world a man must be audacious, 
With audacity and brains, there's nothing a man can not do. 

Nothing! 
"This ii; absolutely the most beautiful coat I ever saw!" 

she said. 
"H you cun tear yourself away from that mirror for a 

minute we'll get ou with the serious business of tasting the 
\vine.' .. 

"�hat wine can possibly be as import::mt as this beautiful 
coat! 

"This wine. I went to a lot of trouble flnding it, and 
there arc d:imn few bottles left in the world." 

She gbnced around as I broke the wires on the neck and 
very gently beg:'ln nudging the cork back a.nd forth to loosen 
it. When it came out with the familiar pop, she said, "Oh, 
Cliamp,1gne." 

"My dear bdy, it's more than Champagne, much more 
thnn that. It's a, �fe blood, it's the very last of the truly 
great Ambonnay s. 

Age had robbed the ,vine of nothing, which is more of a 
rarity than the casual �vine sipper mlght think. It hit the 
bottom of the glass with plenty of life, it's wonderful bouquet 
as delicate as  moonlight. I handed a half filled tulip gli\ss 
to Pat and she sipped, still trying to sneak glances at the 
mirror. 

"Umrnm. Good." 
"Good!" I Wil.S nclunlly becoming impatient with her. 

"If you were anybody else," I said, "anybody else in the 
world, and lhad just handed you a glass of tbis nectar and 
you had taken a distracted sip and mumbled 'ummm, good' 
do you know what I would do?" 
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"That's a bit involved, b�t what would you do?" 
"I would throw you the hell out of my apartment." 
"But only if I were anybody else in the world?" 
"Yes." 
''Then I needn't worry." And she smile<l, strangely. But 

it was the first smile of the day and my impatience dissolved. 
''Okay," I grinned, "the wine is ummm, good, and if you'd 
like to swig it from the neck of the bottle, that's all right 
,,;,ith me. This is no day to get bogged down in a lousy bottle 
of wine." 

I was in a rosy mnod again. There's nothing like a really 
significant conquest to put spice and zest in this bwiness of 
living. 

I said, "How about some food? I'll put a pbte together 
for you and you can get it in front of the mirror." 

She lnughed softly. "Thank you just the same. But a girl 
simply doesn't fall heir to a coat like this every day of her 
life. I'm much too excited for food . . .  do you mind?" 

"Not at all This is my day not to mind anything, this is 
my day to indulge in sweetness and light, even if it chokes 
me. But I do get hungry once in a while. Ifs the peasant in 
me, no doubt." 

She laughed again, and it was a fine souncl. Nodding at 
the table, she said, "Please don't let me stop you," 

"From this day forward nothing will ever stop me." 
I helped myself to the iced shrimp and Russian dressinp;. 

Then some white meat topped with a thin slice of ham; and 
finally some hot sweetbreads. Pat simply couldn't stay away 
from that mirror. 

I laughed and she looked around. 
"What's the matter?" 
"Nothing. Not a thing in the world!� 
"You're uwfully satisfied with yourself today, n.rcn't you?" 
"I sure am," I said. "It's been 1t wonderful day, and it's 

only beginning." When I finished eating I went into the 
kitchen and ieed down another bottle of wine. She had 
finally tom hetself away from the mirror. 
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"Don't you want to tell me about it, this wonderful day 

of yours?" 
"Some other time," I said, "but not today." I refilled 

the glasses from the new bottle and she sat beside me on the 
couch. Every so ofteu when I was near her it would hit me, 
and it hit me now . . . I looked at her and felt my insides 
go to buttermilk. Great God, I thought, she's beautiful. 

She sat there looking at me, very seriously now; then 
suddenly she surprised me by smihng. "What is itl'" I said. 

"It just occured to me that I know absolutely nothi'ng 
about you. I don't even know what you are called-is it  
Willfam, or Will, or Bill , . .  " 

"It's Roy,'' I said without thinking, forgetting for a mo
ment that Dorris Venci had changed my name for me. Then 
I remembered and said, "It's what my mother used to cttll 
me." 

.. Roy," she smiled. "Roy, and your name is William 
O'Connor. Well, I suppose that's consistent enough, for you.u 

"The explanation would bore you," I said. 
"But wint about you?" she said, almost absently, as 

though she wasn't really interested at all but considered it 
polite to ask. "You must have a history of some kind, a 
background, a past. Or would that bore me, too?" 

"Probably," I said. "I started with an empty belly and a 
high intelligence quotient, and now I don't have the empty 
belly." 

She smiled, faintly, Plsn't that over simplifying it just 
a bit?" 

"This is a pretty simple world when you !!Ct right down 
to it. When I was a kid I learned to grab fast when we 
were lucky enough to have food on the table. It took me ' 
seveml years to realize that everyone was grabbing for 
something, always, and the only trick in getting what you 
wanted was in grabbing just a little faster than the others." 

"And that is the rule you live by?" 
"That is my rule." 
I guess she knew it was going to happen, from the way 

I was staring at her. After all, you don't give a girl a coat 



84 NEVER SAY NO TO A KILLER 
like the one I had given her just because you liked the way 
she set her hair. I made a grab for her but she already had 
her gu:ird up· and had pushed herself down to the other 
end of the couch. She tried to get up but I grabbed again and 
this time I got her. 

I wa.� amazed at the strength in those smooth, fum arms 
of hers. She didn't make a sound; there was no hint of panic 
in her eyes, but I had a hell of a Hme pulling her down with 
me just the same. But I did it, finally. I got her shoulders 
pinned against the back of the couch, I threw my weight 
against her and got both her arms in my hands and 
she was completely hclpltSs. She knew she was helpless and 
stopped the fight, 

She looked at me with perfect calm. ". , . Now what?'' 
she said. 

"S,�e something you want, grab it. I told you that was my 
rule, 

•·. . . I see. All right. you've grabbed, now wl1ere do you 
go from here? Really, I'm curious about this rule of yours, 
I want to know if you can really make it work." 

Don't you worry about that, I thought. I'll make it work, 
all right. Then I forced her head back and mashed my mouth 
to hers. 

It was like kissing a statue, a cold, marble statue. Thn.t 
was one thing I hadn't been prepared for. I'd been prepared 
for a fight, for a lot of insane gab, for tears, even, but 
certainly not anything like this. I felt the iciness of that kiss 
deep in my guts. It made my skin crawl. 

I let her go. I couldn't have released her faster if I had 
suddenly discovered that I had been kissing a corpse. That 
is what it had been like, li5sing a corpse. 

Then she laughed, softly. "You see, Roy, it's just as I 
thought. Your rule doesn't always work, does it? Some things 
you can grab, but woman-they're different. You don't grab 
women, you draw them to you gently, very gently, And 
it takes time, too. That's a rufo you should adopt; never 
tush a lady." 
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For one time in my life I didn't have an answer. I could 
still taste the iciness of her lips. 

She didn"t seem to be angry. She seemed more amused 
than anything. And then she leaned toward me and pressed 
her mouth on mine, very lightly, and the coldness was gone. 
She was warm again, and beautiful, and I wanted her like 
hell. But this time I didn't grab. 

"That's better," she said huskily. "That's much better." 
I said, "For me this is a new technique. It's going to take 

some getting used to." 
And she smiled. 
"You know something?'' I said. 
"What?'' 
"You are positively the goddamnedest wom:m I ever saw, 

bar none. You change colors faster than a chameleon. Put 
you in Bre and you don't bum." 

'TH take that as a compliment." 
I let her enjoy thinking that she was an enigma. But she 

was no enigma to me I could open her np and watch the 
wheels go round. I l-.,1ew what made her tick; I knew to what 
frequency she was tuned. All I had to do was look at her 
in that coat and I knew who was the real boss. It was quite 
possible that deep in her soul she hated my guts-a possibility 
that bothered me not o.t all. I could afford a new Lincoln and 
a Balrnain coat, both the same day-that was the important 
thing. That was the hook l ha.d in her. 

Maybe she was right, maybe grabbing wasn't the best 
way to get whut you wanted every time. Make her come to 
me, that was the best, the most satisfying answer. And I knew 
exactly how to go about it. Thanks to my very good friend, 
Mr. John Venci. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

His NAME was Stephen S. Calvart. That was about all I knev,; 
about him, except that he was a textbook publisher and had 
made a considerable fortune by bribing a number of small-
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time school officials. S. S. Calvart, just a name, the fourth 
name from the last in John Venci's list of people he didn't 
like, to be exact, and I h::td selected it more or less at 
random out of all the other names. 

The Calvart Publishing Company was located on the east 
side, the seamy side of the city, and the building was a 
sprawling, cmmbling red brick affair that was even more 
rundown than the neighboring brick heaps that leaned against 
it. 

I parked the Lincoln in the alley behind the building, 
lenmed from the elevator operator that the publisher's office 
was on the fourth and top floor; so that is where I went, 

Calvart, it turned out, was an easy man to get to, not at 
all like King. I smiled at the receptionist, told her thnt my 
name was O'Connor, and that I represented the fourth 
school district and that I wnnted to talk to Mr. Calvart about 
a new edition of history texts for the elementary grades. 

That was the magic word: ''new edition." In a matter of 
n few minutes I had progressed all the way to the head man 
himself. Yes sir, I thought, this is a place that knows how to 
treat a customer. \Valk in and mention a deal and you get the 
red carpet treatment, no questions asked. 

Calvart was on the phone when I came into his office. He 
waved with a cigar and motioned to a chair. I made myself 
comfortable and tried to �ize Mm up. He was a big man, 
two hw1dred pounds at least, and looked more like an 
ex-hod carrier trying to get used to wearing three hundred 
dollar suits than a publisher of school textbooks. He didn't 
look like a man who got where he was by paying scrupulous 
attention to the rules of the gnme. 

"Now look, Davist he was saying into the phone, "you've 
been using that damn elementary social studies three years 
now. How do you expect kids to keep up with things in this 
fast movin' world if you handicap them three years ri{!ht at 
the beginnin'? What the hell, those texts are outdated and 
you know it. Now look, I don't want to tell you how to run 
your business, but I think we'd be smart . . .  ," He listened 
for n minute, then said, 'i'eah, all right, but you work on the 
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school boards down there, and the PTA bunch. Sure, Dave, 
111 talce care of you, don't I always?" 

He hung up and turned to me with no change of ex
pression or tone of voice. "O'Connor you say. From the fourth 
district. 1 thought Paul Schriver was runnin' things down 
there.'" 

"Maybe he is," I said. "I don't even know where the fourth 
district is." 

He ,vas vaguely surprised but certainly not shocked. He  
took a few seconds to relight his dead cigar. His eyes were 
absolutely expressionless and looked hard enough to cut 
glass. In all that two hundred and more pouunds there was 
not an ounce of imagination. Facts were his stock in trade, 
not imagination. 

After a moment he said, "I see." And he  did see. He had 
oddccl his facts and knew that I was a man with an angle. 
"All right, O'Connor, now that you a.re here, what do you 
want?" 

"Money. Twenty thousand dollars, to be exact, and be
fore you start pushing the button on that intercom box you'd 
better take a look at what I'm selling," 

I pitched a photostat on his desk and Calvart looked at it 
quietly, still without expression. It was an affidavit, signed 
and witnessed, concerning a payoff between Calvart and a 
member of the state school commission, a man by the name 
of Longly. There was enough dynamite in that single piece 
of paper to blow Calvart right out of the publishing bus
iness for good, and he knew it. 

Its effect on him was exact!}' the opposite of what I had 
expected. He actually seemed relieved, now that he had all 
the facts, now that he knew precisely why 1 had come and 
what I wanted. He seemed to relax as he studied the photo
stat, he even smiled, very faintly. 

uVcry interesting," he said, not looking at me. "Very in
tere.�ting indeed, if you should also have in your possession 
tl1e original from which this copy was made." 

"I have it, all right, but not in my possession right now." 
", • , Yow caution is understandable," he said dryly, He 
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begnn to look pained as lie continued to study the document 
before him. "Sam Longly," he said. "Sam has been my friend 
for n good many years. Why, I w:is the one who got him a 
place on the school commission, It is diffiicult-extremely dif. 
ficult to believe that Sam would deliberately destroy himself, 
and me, in such a manner." Then he looked directly at me, 
"But the evidence is irrefutable, isn't it, O'Connor?" 

"It sure as hell is. Now let's stop this horsing around and 
get down to business. Is the original of that photostat worth 
twenty thousand to you or isn't it?" 

!;le closed .?is eyes _for
.� mom�nt, as �ho�g� � thought. 

, . .  Yes, he said. Yes, I m  :1foud 1t 1s. 
"You're sure it is. One book contract can make you another 

hventy grand and a lot more, but if that paper should get 
into the wrong hands there would be no more contracts, 
and you know it." 

''BcUcve me," he said quietly, "I am quite aware of tl1i.� 
document's importance to myslf, and I have already told 
you that it is worth twenty thousand dollars to me. How
ever, I do not carry that kind of money with me • • • certain 
arr,nigements m.ust be nrnda." 

This was almost too easy to be real. It was all I could 
do to keep from grinning-twenty thousand dollars just 
for the asking! Jesus, I thought, what a hell of a thing this 
is that John Venci lined up for me! 

Now Calvart was studying the tip of hi� smoldering 
cigar. "I am not a man to fight the inevitable," be said. 

C.,lvart opened his eyes and looked nt me for one long mo• 
ment with his old hardness. "The details," he said Hatly. 
"I suppose you have them planned." 

"Down to the last split second. You11 have the rest of 
the day to misc the money. Tonight, at eight o'clock ex
actly, I'll meet you in the Central bus station and we'll make 
the swap." 

He nodded. 
I felt like a million dollars. I was half drunk with the 

excitement and the knowledge of my power, and it wns ;ill I 
could do to keep from laughing right in Stephen S. Cnlvurt's 
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fat face. Yes sir, this was one hell of a world! 
l started to get up, but Calvart was up before me, sur

prisingly fast for a man his size. He came around his desk, 
and then, wilhout a hint of wan1ing, a h:1m-si:wd l1and 
snapped out, grabbed the front of my shirt and jerked 
me lialf out of the chair. 

"You lissen to mel" he rasped. "You lissea to me, you cheap 
sonofabitch, aml you lissen good!" 

I was too startled to make a move. I hung there like some 
ridiculous scarecrow from the end of his huge arm. I felt 
an angiy heat rnsh to my face, swell my thro:1t, b11t there 
wasn't a thing I could do but hang there, Calvart's self
contrnl had vanished in an explosion of rage. That smooth, 
professor-like speech of his had suddenly reverttid to char� 
actor. 

"You lousy gutter rat!" he grated. "I ought to kill you 
right hen\ right where you're sittin', nnd if you say one 
wurd, make one sow1d, I'll do it! You just lissen to me nnd 
get one thing straight; I'm not goin' to be your goddamn 
patsy, O'Connor. You got me by the tenders thi� time, but 
don't think you can keep milkin' me; don't think you can 
go11gc me again; I don't care what you dig up against me. 
You just kl,ep one thing in mind, O'Connor. You try a 
thing like this again, and you're dead. I don't care if I 
burn for it, vou're dead!" 

Then he iet go and I fell back in the chair. 
I sat there, every mtL�dc in my body quivering. It had 

been :i long time since a man had talked to Roy Sum1tt like 
that-the last one had been Corgan, the prison gu,1rd. And 
Corgan was dead. I sat there rigid with anger, feeling rnge 
cL1w at my guts like a tiger. If I had that .38 I would have 
killed liim on the spot, I would have put three hard ones 
right in the middle of his fat gut. 

llut I didn't have the .38 with me and there was nothing 
I could do, Not now. He si.niply wa� too big to handle witl1out 
a gun, so I had to take it, anything he wanted to dish out. 
Like he hud said, I had him by the tenders, I had him 
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where it hurt, but he couJdn't_aHord to get too damn tough 
about it as long as I held on. 

"All right." he said tightly, in a voice that sounded like 
it wils being squeezed through a needle's eye. "Get out 
of here." 

", , . The bus station. You aren't going to forget our 
date, are you, Mr. Calvart?" 

"I won't forget a thing, not a single, goddamn thing, 
O'Connor, and that is one thing in this world that you can 
depend on." Then he put his foot on the chair, straiiz-htcned 
his leg suddenly, with a kick, and the chair shot half across 
the room with me in it. "Now get out of my sight;' he said 
hoarsely, "before I really . get mad and break your lousy 
neckl" 

I got out. I s:iw everything through a red haze of rnge; 
my bones felt brittle; my muscles ached; my nerves seemed 
to lay on the top of my skin. But I got out, somehow. "All 
rlght," I kept thinking, "all right you fat sonofobitch, we11 
see who's so tough before this day is over!" I walked out of 
Calvart's office and througb the outer offices and J?aSt the 
pale faces and the curious faces of Calvart's underlings, and 
then I rode the crawling elevator down to the Lincoln. I sat 
there for a Jong time. 

All I could do was sit there and try not to be sick, try 
to S\veat it out until the poison rnge had done its work. I 
tried to think of Corgan and the way he had looked when 
I killed him, and that helped a little, but not much. 

I don't know how much time it took, but finally I felt 
myself begin to relax, my nerves began to settle back be
neath the skin, the red rage began to lift. 

Maybe nnother ten minutes passed. I took out my handker
chief, wiped my face, my hands, then 1 switched on the 
Lincoln und got out of there, 

Stephen S. Calvart's future was settled. 

The first tlmig I did when I got back to the apartment was 
get the .38. I cleaned it carefully, checked the .S.ri11g mechan-
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ism, oiled it, took the cartridges and wiped them carefully 
and replaced them. 

Then the phone rang. It was Dorris Venci. 
"Look, Dorris," I said wearily, "I thought we had an 

understanding, No more phone calls, no more biology 
k'ssons. Now what the hell do I have to do to make you 
realize that we're through?'' 

" . . .  Roy!" Her voice had that high pitched twang to it, 
like a violin st1ing ready to snap. "Roy, I can't take it! I 
simply can't take it any longer!" 

"Oh for Christ's sake!" I groaned. 
"Roy, I mean itl I simply can't take it!" 
I had uo answer. What could you say to a crazy dame like 

that? 
'' . . .  RovJ" 
"What is· it?" 
" . . .  Roy, won't you • . .  I mean, can't I see you, talk 

to yon . . . .  " 
"Absolutely not,tt I said, beginning to get mad, beginnjng 

to be sorry that our trails had ever crnssed. "I told you we 
wt·re through. I mennt it." 

There was ringing silence on the line. 
"Don-is." 
4
"4 • •  Yes." 

"Dorris, rH<l vou hear me?'' 
". . . Y cs, I l�enrd you." 
And then sl1e hung up. I stood there with the receiver to 

my car, wondering what could be going on in that twisted 
brain of hers, and finally I shrugged and put the receiver 
on the hook, She was nuts, just plain nuts, and if I never 
heard from her again th:.1t was going to be fine with me. 

The poison of my anger again spread through me like an 
ovcrffow of adrenalin into my blood stream. I thought: you 
better en;oy what's left of this day, Mr. Calvart. You better 
wab all the throats you want to grab. Yort better throw all 
the weight you want to throw, because yow• time is running 
out fa.�tei• than you think. 

But not before I got the twenty thousand. 
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Pretty soon I'd have the world by the tail; I'd crack it 

like a muleskinner wielding a snakewhip. I'd wriggle my 
finger and Pat Kelso would jump through hoops. 

That last thought pleased me. She was quite a girl, Pat, 
She was just the girl for me and no other would do. 

She would be mine. 
I went back to the front room and snt. I held the .38 in 

my hand and waited. But pretty soon I'd had all the sitting 
and waiting I could take. There was nothing to do, nowhere 
to go. Pat was working, and the only other person I knew 
was Dorris, and I sure didn't want to see her. 

At last I did what most lonely and lost people in a 
strange city do, I went to a movie. It was a double fetlhlre 
and I sat there dumbly, feeling the comfort of the .38 in 
my waistb,md nnd thinking with pleasure how Calvart wouli.l 
look when I pulled it on him. 

Maybe this isn't going to be sm:ut, I thought. \faybe I 
ought to forget my person:il feelings and hold the hammer 
over Calvart for another twenty thousand or so. But the 
publisher was a tough nut-it would seem that most of 
Venci's enemies were tough nuts-and there is only one way 
to handle a tough nut-crack it. 

For a while I thought maybe I'd go ont and pick Pnt 
up at the factory. but fin;;\ly I dropped the idea. Don't let 
it get to be routine, Surratt. Don't let her take you for 
granted. Let her wonder what's going on for ll while, and 
then knock her eye out with another lmmd new bankroll. 
That will bring her around. Yes sir, if I know the first thiflg 
about women, th:1t will bring her around, all right. 

I killed an hour after the film walking and thumbing 
through magazines at a news stand, and another hour over 
dinner, and by that time it was almost eight o'clock. I headed 
for the bus station. 

Cnlvart was lute. I was at the lunch counter having a cup 
of coffee and the dock over the ticket windows said five 
after eight, and still Calvart hadn't showed. But I wasn't 
worried. He would show. As he had said, I had him by the 
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tenders, and he would come around because there was 
nothing else for him to do. 

It was exactly seven minutes past eight when I saw him. 
He c,1rne in with a group of people unloading from a 
Chicago bus, looking bigger than lifesize, and angry and 
mean. Hut he had the money-there was a scarred leather 
bridca5e under his arm-and that was the important thing, 
I stood up aud waved. I thought, start walking, you sonofa
bitch. This is the last leg of your last milel 

He came over and sat on the stool next to me, putting the 
briefcase in front of him. 'Well," I smiled, "you're a bit 
late, Mr. Calvart, but I'll forgive you thi� time." 

"Ifs the la�t time, O'Connor. You better remember that," 
he growled. 

''Of course, of course." 
"Wc,1!," he said sharply, "there is an exchange, I be• 

liew1. Let'.� get it over with." 
"Nothing could be more to my liking, Mr. Calvart." I 

handed him an envelope. "'Here you are, sir, delivered as 
promised." 

He ripped. the envelope open and made sure that every
tl1iug was there. He didn't get up to leave, as l had expected. 
He sat there glaring at me v.ith those Hat, unimaginative 
c�·cs. I reached for the briefcase. "It would look better," 
1 said, "if we walked out together." 

'"All right." 
That surprised me too. For a man with his temper, he was 

taking this mighty coolly. He stood up when I stood up, 
Hnd we walked away from the counter and through the big 
wuiting room toward the wall of doors. \Ve went through 
the wall of doors and I imagined that the night air held 
a smell of electricity, a feel of excitement, but I knew that 
it was onlv the el(citement and electricity within myself. 

This, I ·thought, is where the fun begins. This is where 
I .�how him the gun, this is where I march him across the 
�trect to where the Lincoln is parked. Yes sir, I thought, 
smilin!-( ri�ht in his face, this is the be6rinning of the end, 
Mr. Calvartl 
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That was when the man in the bright plaid sports coat 

stepped up beside me. He was a tall shambling man with 
a long bony face and a hooked nose. I had never seen him 
before i.n my life, but he said, "All right, O'Connor, just 
take it easy. We're going to walk across the loading ramps. 
over to that parking lot in the middle of tht.e block, and 
we're going to do it nice and easy and without any noise, 
understand?" 

His right hand was in his coat pocket. He moved it just 
enough to let me feel the muzzle of an automatic. 

I looked at Calvart and he was smiling, 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

THERE WF.RE people all around us, redco.ps, trnvelers, �oldiers, 
sailors, all of them harried and peevish as they looked for 
their luggage or the next bus for Dalbs, and not one of them 
as much as glanced at us. I felt a bloody knife of fear 
twisting in my groin. In a mob like this a m:m could be shot 
dead and these stupid cattle would never rea.liz.e what hap
pened. The man in the sports coat knew it and smiled thinly. 

"March, O'Connor!u 

I marched. Calvart, who had moved to the other end of 
the rnmp just in case I forced a shooting play on the spot, 
now ambled toward us at the end of the ramp. 

"Everything all right, :Max?" 
"Everything's fine, Mr. Calvart. He come along nice and 

peaceful, like a baby. See, he ain't givin' us no trouble at 
all." 

"That's nice," Calvart smiled. "All right, hold him up just 
a minute and I'll get the Buick." 

"What the hell is this?" I said tightly. 
"Quiet," Max crooned softly. "Nice and quiet, O'Connor," 

nudging me in the ribs with the automntic. 
''You sonofabitch," I said, "Ymi'U be eating that .45 before 

this night is over!" 
But he only smiled. I was scared and he knew it. 
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Max and I stayed right where we were and Calvart went 

on ahead to the p:ul-ing Jot. After a few seconds he came 
out in a black Buick sedan and pulled up at the curb. I didn't 
have to have the situation drawn out for me, I knew that 
I was as good as dead if I ever got into that car. Calvart 
was a tough boy and sometime during the day he had de
cided that he wasn't going to pay blackmail, and the only 
way to stop it was with a bullet. 

Coad as dead. That dagger of fear kept stabbing in my 
groin. I ha<l to  get to my .38. I somehow had to knock Max's 
automatic away for a moment, just a moment, and then I 
would kill the sonofabitch and take care of Calvart fatcr. 

Bnt how? The muzzle of that .45 was in my 1ibs, hard° 
and cold, and it didn't waver. I couldn't very well holler 
cop, even if there had been a cop handy, and Calvart 
must lrnve guessed that much. 

"Start walking," Max said. 
This, I thought, is the only chance I'll ever get. I've got 

to tnke the chance that Max won't shoot in a situation like 
this. 

But Max was there ahead of me. "Just a minute,n he said. 
Then, with an expert hand, he �napped my .38 from my 
waistband and slipped it into his lefthand coat pocket, that 
.4.5 of his never moving from its position just below my 
heart. "Now walk," he said. 

I walked, feeling the sweat popping out of my face, 
freling my knees go to mush, feeling the blossom of fear 
grow as cold as ice in my stomach. Calvart had the back 
door open when we got to the Buick. Max shoved me inside. 

And no one noticed a thing. Out of all those dozens o f  
people milling around the bus station, not a single one o f  
tlicm noticed that a man was bei-ng set u p  for murder right 
under their noses! Calvart turned around and smiled as Ma,c 
shoved me over to the far side of the car and then got in 
b,.,sidc me. His .4,'5 was out now, in his hand, and it looked 
ugly and bluck and as big as a cannon. 

"All set, Mr. Calvart. Turn left on Mallart Avenue. Fol-
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low it aU the way out of town, out by the brick yards. Any
where out there ·will do." 

"Whatever you say, Max," Calvart said, smiling at me. 
Then he eased the car into gear, slipping into the stream 
of southbound traffic. 

Jump him. I thought, it's the only ckmce you have. Some
how you've got to get that .45 away from him while Calvart 
is busy at the wheel! 

I couldn't do it. My guts had gone to buttermilk. I tensed 
my shoulclers, readied for the lunge, but when the time 
came I simply couldn't force myself to act. I couldn't throw 
myself into the muzzle of that automatic. 

Now or later! I told myself savagely. What's the differ
ence? Calvart's got it planned, he's going to kill you. The 
least you can do is make a fight of it while you canl 

But panic had me in a grip of iron, held me immobilized, 
helpless, and all I could do was sit there and sweat. 

About three blocks from the bus station Calvart hUTied 
left on what I guessed was Mallart Avenue. It's a oneway 
road for me, I thought emptily. I underestimated Calvart 
, • .  I made the fatal mistake of uuderestirnating rm enemy 
and for that bit of stupidity I'm going to die. They'll find 
me tomorrow, or the next day, in �ome gutter, and the cups 
will fingerprint the body and identify it as Roy Surratt, and 
the investigation would stop right there. 

That dagger of fear that stabbed in my stomach there 
began to stir an anger. A great, unreasoning, savage anger. 
not at C;ilvart, and cerq1.inly not at Max who was just a hired 
hand brought in for ,m hour or so to do n job of work. The 
anger was at myself. You deserve everything you're going 
to get! I thought savagely. Roy Surratt, criminal philosopher, 
realistic genius, perfectionist. Well, you slipped, Surratt, and 
perfectionists don't slip, and because of th:1t little piece of 
idiocy you're going to get exactly what you deserve; you're 
going to get a well placed .45 slug in the back of the head; 
yon're goiug to get your brains spatteri>d all over some 
lousy brick yard just because you failed, this one time, 
to scrupulously practice what you preach[ 
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The anger helped some, but not much. I was sick with 

fear, paralyzed with it, and I began to wish that the mild, 
cool-eyed kilfor sitting across from me would go uhead with 
it and pull the bigger. The waiting was the thing that 
got me. I was afraid I'd go all to pieces if it lasted much 
longer. Already my hands were shaking. A small muscle 
in my thront started to quiver, a nervous ripple flowed over 
my shoulders and down my back, and a great, yawning emp
tiness opened in my belly. Great God, I thought helplessly, 
I don't want to die/ I dcm't want to die! 

And Mme, the hired hand, smiled bl,mdly and held his 
automatic close to my heart, Calvart slipped the big, quiet 
car thrm:1gh the streets and the brightness and gamishness 
of the city passed behind us. 

At last the pavement ended and the city was just a glue 
against the lowhanging clouds. There were no buildings 
at all out here, and very few houses, and the land was also 
empty, nothing but ragged and tom hills of red clay, brick 
cfay, standing gaunt and almo.�t black in the moonlight. 

' When we came onto the end of the road Calvart braked the 
Buick and eased onto a deep-rutted, sparsely graveled road, 
and Max said: 

"Anywhere along here will do." 
"'We'll go on over the next rise," Calvmt said. 
Max shrugged slightly. A job was a job and he didn't bother 

himself with the details. 
I tried desperately to stop the sickish quivering in my 

stomach. I tried to pull myself together enough to jump 
into the muzzle of that .45 . • . but I couldn't do it. I simply 
couldn't force myself to move. 

The road was rough and Calvart was taking it easy, 
crawling along in second gear. Finally we topped a small 
rise and I could see the squat black forms of the brickyards 
in the distance. 

"Right here," Max said. 
"Jw;t ! little farther," Calvart said. ''There's no use taking 

chances. 
Just a little farther! I knew just how it would happen 



98 NEVER SAY NO TO A KILLER 
• Calvart wouldn't want his car bloodied up if he could 

ht>lp it; they would stop and shove me out, and they would 
let me run a step or nvo and Max would apply the careful, 
gentle trigger squeeze and the door would slam. That would 
be the end. 

The end. I bad the horrible feeling that I was going to 
cry. 

Th11t "'as when Calvart hit the rock. 
It was just over the rise and the hencllight benms must 

hnve shot over it, and I guess that's the reason Calvart didn't 
�ee it until it was too late. It was a good sized rock, maybe 
a foot thick, and maybe it had fallen off a truck or maybe 
it had just washed loose from the clay embankment and had 
rolled down onto the road; but where it came from isn't 
important. It was tliere and thnt is the important thing. 

Calvart hit it with his right front wheel and the Buick 
lurched suddenly. Max had to make a grab for the back of 
the front seat to keep from falling to the floorboards, and 
Calvart himself was cursing and trying to get the car straight
ened out on the road. Just what I did at that instant is not 
clear in my mind, but I acted on instinct, I'm sure of that, 
pure animal instinct, there was nothing planned about it, 

The instant the Buick lurched to the left, the in�tant Max 
made his grab for the front seat I forgot about my sickness 
and my fear. I was on Max like a tiger, Grabbing at his 
gunband, I drove my knee in his crotch and beard the wind 
go out of him. I slashed the edge of my hand across Max's 
wrist and the bone snapped, but a small thing like a broken 
wrist meant nothing to Mall: at that moment because he didn't 
live long enough to suHer from the pnin. 

I caught the automatic before it hit the floorboards. I 
jammed ilie muzzle into Max's throat, into the soft part 
between the breast bone and the ad.ams apple and pulled 
the trigger, 

He never knew what hit him. The slug tore right through 
his spinal colwnn, almost taking his head off his shoulders. 

In the meantime Calvart had to let go of the wheel and 
had let the Buick go into a ditch and we were stalled. Cal� 
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vart himself was trying to get over the back of the driver's 
seat, trying to grab the gun away from me. He never had a 
chance. I shoved him back against the steering wheel, then 
got on my knees and shot him three times right in the middle 
of his fat stomach. He jerked and quivered like some enor
mous jellyfish, and his mouth flew open, working soundlessly. 
That was the way he died. 

I heard a voice saying, "You sonofabitch! You lousy son
ofabitchl" l knew it was my voice, but it didn't seem to 
be coming from my throat, it seemed to be coming from 
everywhere, and it was high-pitched and taut and almost 
screaming. At fast I jerked the front door open and gave 
Calvart a sl1ove, and he hit the ground with the mushy 
sound of an overripe melon. 

I was breathing very hard and couldn't seem to get 
enough nir into my lungs. I concentrated for several minutes 
on pulling myself together and watching the blood soak 
into the thick floor mat around Max's severed head. Then I 
got out of the car and began to feel better. Calvart was 
dead. Max was dead. But I was alivel 

I said it aloud. "Alivel" I said it several times, and then I 
walked around the Buick and looked at Calvart. Only then 
did I fully realize what had happened, and I felt :finel I felt 
exactly the way I had the day I killed Corgan, only better. 
Much better! 

Then I remembered the papers that I'd sold him. I got 
down in the ditch with him and took them out of his pocket. 
Then I looked through the briefcase in the front seat and 
there was nothing in it but bundles of newspaper cut to 
the size of banJ...,iotes, but not even that could smother my 
elation. Money was the easiest thing in the world to come 
by, but a man had to stay alive to enjoy it. 

That's something you should have thought of, Calvart, be
fore you arranged this little parllJ tonight! 

The back seat of the Buick was a mess, and I didn't make 
it any better by dragging Max out of it, But I had to use the 
Buick to get back to Lake City and it wouldn't be especially 
smart to have it loaded down with .corpses. 
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I dumped Ma.-.; in the ditch on top of Calvart, Tomorrow 

they would find them, maybe, and there would be a hell of 
a noise, but there was very little they could do about it. 
Who would ever tie a thing like this to  Roy Surratt? 

It occured to me that I might as well give the police a 
motive for the murders, any kind of motive except blackmail, 
so  I went back to the ditch and began looking for wallets. 
Thls last was a profitable decision, as it turned out. Calvart 
wns carrying almost six hundred, and Ma,c a little over 
four hundred, probably an advance on the job lie was sup
posed to do, I laughed aloud a,5 I counted it, almost a 
thousand dollars. Not bad, not bad at all for a night's work, 
even though it was a little out of my line. 

1 pocketed the money, took Max's watch and Calv:ut's 
watch and diamond ring. No sir, not a bad night's work at 
all, everything considered! 

I switched on the Buick, got it turned around, nnd headed 
back toward Lake City, 

I parked the Buick on the outskirts of the city and caught 
a bus downtown. From there I drove the Lincoh1 to the 
apartment. 

I was over the shakes now. I couldn't imagine how I 
could have been scared at all. One thing I was sure of-I'd 
never be scared again. Audacity, Surratt, that's the thing 
to remember. Audacity and brains-they make a combination 
thnt can't be beat! 

I felt light headed, nlmost drunk. I was a giant among men 
and the twenty thousand dollars I'd lost didn't bother me at 
all. Money, I reminded myself again, is nothing. 

\Vhile downtown I had picked up n morning paper, but 
I. hadn't looked at it yet. The Burton killing had slipped out 
of the headlines, and it was too early for the Calvnrl murder, 
so I dropped the folded paper on a table, went to the kitcl1en 
and poured myself a glass of milk. 

It was still early, no more than ten o'clock. I'd get myself 
cleaned up. This had been quite a night . . . it called for 
a celebration. So I'd just go over to Pat's upartment . •  , • 
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That was when I saw it. I walked back in the front room 

and gbnced at the paper and there it was-in black head
lines just below the fold. 

WIFE OF JOHN VENCI FOUND DEAD. 
CORONER SAYS SUICIDE 

So Dorris had done it, 
The .first thing I felt was a sense of relief. Well, by God, 

I thought, I'm glad she had the guts to go through with it. 
I'm glad to have her off my neckl 

She had shot herseH, using a little .22 automatic, and it 
had been a neat, workmanlike job, according to the paper. 
One bullet in the temple. Well, I thought, that's the end 
of !hat, It's just as well that she had ended it this way, for 
she would have ended up in a nut ward sooner or later if 
she hadn't. 

Then I thought of something that shook me. I thought: 
\Vait a minute, Surratt. Dorris was pretty sore at you this 
morning when you brushed her off. Could that have had any• 
thing to do with her suicide? Could she have been sore 
enough to have left some incriminating evidence behind? 

Jesus! I thought, that's something to think about, all 
right! 

It was possible, I decided, just possible that Dorris had 
taken this big step because of me. If that was the way it had 
happened, it meant trouble. It very wdl could mean the 
en<l of Roy Surratt! ·what if she had left a note behind? 
What if she had talked to somebody-the district attorney, 
for instance-before taking the bottomless plunge to oblivion? 

It shook me. I devoured every word concerning the suicide, 
and then I went through it again very carefully to see if I 
could read anything between the lines. 

I could .find nothing, feel nothing, sense nothing that 
might implicate me in the affair. It had happened around 
four in the afternoon, according to the newspt.per. The maid 
wus out of the house at the time. Dorris had simply gone to 
her room, locked herself in and shot herself with that toy 
ttutomatic. The reporter quoted the maid as Raying that Mrs. 
Venci had not been herself since her husband was killed, and 
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it was implied that grief had been the driving motive behind 
the act of self-destruction. 

It was perfectly simple. The same story about the grief
sbicken widow is printed every day, someplace or other. 
• . . It is so simple, I thought, that the whole thing stinks. 
Dorris Venci had been incapable of doing a thing simple and 
cleanly-I knew that better than any person alive, 

Any person alive . • •  
My eKperience with Stephen Calvart had made me acutely 

aware of the importance of staying alive. A man had to use 
his brain; and that is exactly what I did. If this thing was 
going to tum out to be more than a simple suicide, I had to 
know about it, and fast. 

The first thing I did was pick up the phone and call 
Dorris's number. That maid, that sour faced maid of Dorris's, 
she was the one who might be able to straighten me out. 
Finding the maid at the Venci house tonight was a longshot 
chance, and this wasn't the night for longshots to come in. 
I let the phone ring at least a dozen times and finally hung 
up. 

Whnt had been that maid's name, anyway. Ethel? Edith? 
Ellen? That was it, Ellen, but I had no idea what her last 
name was or where she might be. 

But the police would know. The idea of going to the 
police for information amused me. I grinned, feeling a bit 
of the old excitement and elation return as I dialed the 
operator and got the number. 

"Hello," I said soberly, "may I speak to the officer in charge 
of the Venci easer' 

"W'ho's callin', p)ease?n 

My name is Robert MarJey. You see, I just got the news 
not more than two hours ago, in this evening's paper, the 
Lake City Journal-Times, and I co.me just as fast as I could, 
but you see there was some sort of mix,.up at the bus station, 
I missed my connection at Midburg, and that's the reason . . .  " 

"Hold on a minute, will you! Now what's this about the 
Venci case?" 

"That's what I was telling you, officer. You see my Aunt 
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Ellen has been in Mrs. Venci's employ all these years 
and . . .  " 

"Will you please try to calm down, sir. Your Aunt Ellen, 
you sajd, Do you mean Ellen Foster, the Vend maid?" 

"Yes, of course, Aunt Ellen Foster. You see I live in 
Midberg, and Aunt Ellen is my aunt. My, that is a ridiculous 
statement, isn't it, officer, but I'm so upset, really, and Aunt 
Ellen was so devoted to Mrs. Venci . • .  " 

''Please, sir," the voice said wearily, Njust what is it you're 
trying to say?" 

"Why I want to know where my Aunt Ellen is, of coursel 
I called the Venci residence, but of course she wasn't there, 
what with that awful . . .  " 

"�] ri9,ht, all right!" he almost growled. '.'Just bold on 
a mmute. 

I held on, grinning. 
"Herc it is," he soid ofter a moment. "The investigating 

officer lists Mrs. Foster's present itcldress as 1214 Stanley 
Rond, a boarding house there, I believe," 

"And the phone number, officer. I feel that I simply must 
c:ill my aunt right away or • , ."' 

"Jackson 4-1952.» 
"Thank you, officer, th.mk you very much!" 
He groaned and hung up. 
Yes sir, if you want information on police matters, then 

go to the police! Very obliging people, the police. I don't 
know what I would do without them! Still grinning, I hung 
up and after a few seconds dialed Jackson 4-1952. 

"Hello . • ." A toneless voice, peevish and edged with 
bitterness. 

"Mrs. Foster?" 
She admitted grudgingly that she was Mrs. Foster and 

that she had been Mrs. Venci's maid, then I identified my
self :1s Captain Barlow of the police and that didn't do any
thing to sweeten her mood. 

"Sir," she si;iapped, "I have nothing more to say about 
that horrible • , . accident. I told the police all I know, 
everything." 
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"Everything, Mrs. Foster?" 
Now her tone was indignant, but she didn't seem to 

think it strange that a police officer would do his questioning 
over a telephone, and at this time of night. "Sir," she snapped, 
biting iuto the word, 'Tm sure I don't know what you 
mean!" 

"No offense at all, Mrs. Foster," I said soothingly, "and 
we realize that you have been through a lot, the shock and 
all. Of course we have your statement in our files, but I 
would appreciate it very much if you would tell it to me 
again, in your own words." 

"Is this absolutely neces_sary, Captain? Really, I was 
most thorough in my report to the police a mere few hours 
ago. Couldn't it wait until tomorrow, at least." 

"I'm afraid not, Mrs. Fo�ter," I said patiently. "This is  an 
imposition on you, we realize it, and that is exactly the 
reason we decided not to call in person at Ulis hour. I do 
hope you understand, Mrs. Foster, that police business must 
necessarily seem r,�thcr unusual at times to the citizen, but 
I assure you . • • 

"All right, Captain," she relented. "I have been aroused and 
awakened, and now please let us be as brief as possible. 
Actually, 1 do not see that I can add to my original state
ment . , .however, it was nround three this afternoon when 
Mrs. Vcnci called me upstairs and asked about the shopping. 
As It happens, I was just going out to do the day's shopping, 
but she asked me to wait. She was writing a letter, she 
said. She wanted to finish the letter and have me mail it on 
tbe way to the market." 

My heart missed a beat. The news story had not mentioned 
a letter. 

'' . . .  Mrs. Foster," I said, "did you muil this letter, as 
Mrs. Venci asked you to do?" 

"Of course. It's all in my originnl statement." 
"Yes," I said, feeling my muscles begin to tighten. "Yes, 

of course." 
"It's rather interesting," she admitted grudgingly, "that you 

should call at this particular time, Captain. This afternoon 
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your policemen were extremely curious about lhnt letter, 
although I couldn't imagine why-and still can't, for that 
matter. They seemed anxious to know to whom the letter 
was addressed. I tried and tried to remember, but the nnme 
simply wouldn't come to me. Then, just as you called. a 
few moments ago, the strangest thing happened. The name 
came to me, Captain.d 

I heard myself saying, "It did, Mrs. Fostcrr" 
"Yes. I remember glancing at the envelope, just to be sure 

that it was properly addressed for mailing. Keaslo. l feel quite 
sure tluit was the name." 

It rung no bell. The name of Keaslo meant absolutely 
nothing to me. I took a Jong, deep breath. Maybe I was 
getting myself worked up over notb.i.ng. I s:1id, "How iihout 
tho first name or the address? Do you remember them." 

"No, I'm afrnid not, Captain, After all, it was just a glance, 
a mere precaution." 

"I tmderstand, Mrs. Foster. But about the address, was it 
lot·:11 or o,1t of town deliverv? Can vou remember thatP" 

There was a moment of silence. Then, '"Why, I believe it 
was a local address, one here in Lake City. But of course 
I c;1n't be certain." 

", . .  Yes." I heard a curious pounding, and then realized 
that it was my heart knocking against my ribs. "Yes, I 
understand. \Veil, probably it means nothinr, at all, Mrs. 
Foster. Th:ink you very much for yo1u· co-operation." 

"I should have called the police in any evcent, Capain," 
she said. w After my remembering the name, I mt:'an." 

"Oh, you needn't do that," I said quickly. "After all, I d o  
have the infonnation now, I mean, and . . ." I didn't go on. 
I could feel her hn.nging there in a sort of thoughtful vacuum. 
"Mrs. Foster, is something wrong?" 

", . .  No, nothing is wrong, I was just thinking. Captnin, 
I have the feeling that the Jetter was addressed to a woman. 
I don't remember the first name at all. but it is my im� 
prc5sion thnt it was a woman's name." 

"A woman's name?" 
• . • And then it hit me! 
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Keaslo. Kelso. They were similar-too much so to bear the 

weight of mere coincidence. "Mrs. Foster," I said quickly, 
- "I want you to give this serious thought. I want you to test 
your faculties of recall to the utmost. This woman's name, 
this name on the letter that you don't remember, was it 
Patricia?'" 

There was only :m instant's hesitation. "Why, Captain, 
I do believe it was!" 

I covered the mouthpiece nnd whistled softly. "Thank 
you, Mrs. Foster, thank you very much!" 

"Is that all, Captain?" She sounded disappointed now, as 
though she wanted to keep talking. But that memory of hers 
was getting a little too good. I wanted it to stop right where 
it was. 

I said, ''That is all, Mrs. Foster. Good night." And I hung 
up. 

So Dorris Vcnci had written a letter to Pat; and then, 
being assured that the letter would be m<1iled, she had put 
a bullet in her temple. An interesting situation, to say the 
very least. 

I dropped to a chair and sat there tliinking about it for 
minutes. A breath of the breeze drifted' into the front room 
and across my face-the night air seemed to hold an excep
tional chill fur that time of year. 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

THINcs LIKE this, I thought, are the things that ca.n l,,.;Jl you. 
But ho,v could I have predicted the actions of an eccentric 
mind like Dorris's? How could anyone have predicted them? 
Anybody else, acting on the same impulse, would have 
mailed the incriminating letter to the district attorney, or 
the police deparhnent, or maybe even to a newspaper or a 
citizens committee. But not Dorris. Oh no, she had to send 
the evidence directly to Pat, overlooking the scores of sim
pler and more direct possibilities. 

l wondered about that for a long while. What had been 
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her motive? Je�lousy? Hatred? Shame? Probably an equul 
amount of all three. If her aim had been to destroy me com
pletely she nee<led only to point a finger of accusation in 
my direction-the cops would have taken care of the rest. 
They would have idcntiRerl mp, and that wo11ld have her,n 
the end of Roy Surratt. 

It was bad enough as it was, If Pat got hold of that 
letter I was as good as dead. The way she had felt about 
Alex Burton, maybe she would try to kill me herself. 

And then I relaxed. I could even smile. This, I thought, 
is where brains and audacity pay off, because Pat will never 
see the letter. She will never know that I stood behind the 
gun that fired the bullet that killed her Alex, because I am 
going to intercept that letter. 

I was going to be at the mail box the next morning when 
the postman arrived, and I was going to get that Jetter, 
even if I had to ldll somebody else; and thnt would be the 
last of my troubles .from Dorris Venci. 

I felt fine once again. After a moment I picked up the 
phone and c:i.lhid Pat. The receiver came off the hook almost 
immediately. 

qThis is your neighbor," I said. 
''Well! I was beginning to wonder if I'd he[lr from you." 
"I've been busy. It's been quite a day-to tell the truth, 

I'll be just as- happy if I never have another one like it." 
"It couldn't have been too bad," she said. "You s0W1d 

pretty pleased with yourself.d Then she laughed. ''I'll buy 
you a drink-unless you're still pouting, that is." 

"I never pout," I said. "It's stupid. If you don't get what 
you want the first time around it simply means your tech
nique is all wrong, so you change techniques." 

She laughed again and hung up. 
'When I stepped into her apartment a few minutes later, 

it hit me all over again. By God, I thought, she's beautiful, 
truly beautiful! 

"I hope you like scotch,n she said. "It's all I have," 
"Scotch will do." 
She was all wrapped up in a pale blue quilted house 
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coat, looking about flfteen years younger than she actually 
was. She sat on the tweedy couch with her legs folded 
back, and there was a closed book in her hand and she was 
smiling. 

uMake yourself at home," she said, and then unfolded 
slowly, hzily, stood up and walked to the kitchen. There 
was no doubt about it, she was the most beautiful girl 
I had ever known or seen. 

She came out of the kitchen with two drinks in old fash
ioned glasses. 

She laughed and handed me my drink. The book was put 
back in its place on the bookshelf, and Pat sat beside me 
on the couch. We sipped our drinks. I didn't care for scotch, 
but I drank it, trying not to stare at her, reminding myself not 
to grab. 

And I didn't grnh. I liked it this way, just the way we 
were, I liked to hear her talk; I liked just being with her and 
looking at her. Christ. I thought, I dicb1't realize how 
. exhausted I really am! Tbis day had drained me com
pletely, emotionally and physically, and all I wanted to do 
was sit still and let my muscles sag and look at Pat and 
think of nothing. Nothing important, anyway-such as that 
letter, or Calvart lying out there in a ditch on the brickyard 
road. 

Then Pat stopped talking and looked at me. "ls there 
something wrong?" I said. 

"No, I was just wondering about you. \Vhen you came in 
you looked so • . •  vigorous. Now you look a hundred years 
old." 

"Thank you, ma'am, for those ldnd words." 
"You know what I mean," she said. "You look as though 

you b:id been fighting the entire world singlehanded." 
"Bnhy, I don't suppose you'll ever know just how good a 

guess you just made. But it's nothing, really. I'm just beat, 
that's ,\II," 

She let it drop. Not one woman in ten million would 
have let it drop there, but Pat did. She merely shrugged, 
and then began talking about the scotch that we were drink-
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ing and how long she had had it. I lny back on the conch 
and smiled at her, and I wanted her more than I had ever 
wanted any woman in my life, but I didn't touch her, I 
didn't as much as lift a finger. When she was ready she 
would let me know. 

I turned my thoughts inward as she talked, and I thought 
what a hell of a pair we could make, Pat and I. Soon I 
would move out of the lousy apartment building and take 
her with me, and I would rent the bigge�t damn suite in the 
best hotel in Lake City, and we'd start living the way people 
like us ought to live. 

But first she had to come to me. She had to say, "Please 
take me with you," and then I would take her. All I needed 
was patience. 

She was a queer one, though. She didn't ask questions 
-not many, anyway. She seemed to have no ambition. She 
had loved Alex Burton, but she seemed to have forgotten 
him completely-but, then, it was hard to tell about a woman 
like her, what she was thinking, what she really wanted. 
That coat, for instance. She had been as giddy as a bobby
soxcr when I had given it to her, but now she seemed to 
have forgotten that, too. 

I don't l,1ow just how Ieng I sat there, thinking of nothing 
in particuluc, and of everything in general. I thought of 
all my yesterdays as they might have been; all my tomor
rows as I, with my o,vn two hands, my brain and my guts, 
would make them, Several minutes must have passed before 
I realized that I was listening to nothing but silence. 

I looked at Pat and she suddenly smiled. "You are tired, 
::ircn't you? I don't believe you heard a word I've been 
saying." 

'Was it important?" 
She laughed softly . .. What kind of n question is that? A 

lady's words are always important. To herself, at least." 
Then she reached out a hand and touched my hnir. I liked 
that very much. "Perhaps," she said, "you should go to bed 
and get some sleep." 

"I like it here, just the two of us." 
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"All right. But you must promise to keep up your end 
of the conversation." 

I grinned at her. NThat sounds r�asonable, shall we discu�s 
reli)Zion, politics, or the weather?'' 

"What's wrong with O'Connor as a subject of conversation. 
Do you realize that I know absolutely nothing about you, 
except that you once worked your way through some college 
or other?" 

It was my turn to laugh. "That's a sore spot with me. I 
ju.st don't like work, I guess." 

" . . .  What do you like, Mr. O'Connor." 
That name kept throwing me. I couldn't get used to it

and, too, it reminded me of Dorris Venci who had 1,riven the 
name to me, and thinking of Don•is reminded me of that 
letter that I had to intercept, and it all got to be a vicious 
circle, or a net that had fallen around me, and I wondered 
if I would ever truly get completely out of it. 

''What do I like?" I said. "Well, I like you, I think." 
"Now there is a lefthanded sort of compliment, if I ever 

he(trd one!" 
"I didn't mean it to be." 
"Anyway," she said, "you must like other things. Money, 

perhaps." 
"Money , , , of course I like the things that can be 

done with money, but I don't have much respect for it 
n.s such. Money is the e.asiest thing in the world to come by, 
if you know the secret and practice it." 

'Well, I am sure that a great many people would love 
to have the secret. \Vould you mind telling me what it is?" 

"It's all right there in that book," l said, "the one you were 
reading. Nietzche proved with crushing finality thot the 
only civilization capable of endumg is one in whch the 
strong are not penalized for taking from the weak. This 
particular civilization in which we are living calfa it robbery, 
extortion, piracy, and a lot of other things." 

She leaned her head to one side, smiling quizzically. 
"And do you approve of these particular methods of ob
taining money?" 
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"Let us just say that as a philosophy, Nietzs:che's can be 

a very tough one to logically argue down. However, I wasn't 
going to bring up this subject, was I?" 

"You didn't bring it up, I did, and I find it very interesting." 
She wasn't smiling now, she looked extremely sober. Like a 
little girl who had just been told that some day she must 
die. Once again she touched my hair, and I felt the soothing 
effect of her hand. There was a satisfa<::tion and pleasure in 
having her reach out, of her own accord, and touch me. 
This is the way it would be when the time came . . . only 
more so. "Tell me," she said, "what else do you believe?" 

"What else do I believe? Well, I believe. in strength. 
And I believe that man should believe in himself." 

UYou must be terribly bright," she said, in a lighter vein 
now, smiling. "You must have read a horrible lot of books 
in order to h.we developed so many positive opinions." 

"As a matter of fact," 1 said, "you are right. 1 have read 
a great many books, during recent years especially. And I 
have an intelligence quotient of one hundred and forty-nine, 
which isn't bnd when you consider that one hundred and 
forty.five i� usually considered a genius rating." 

She laughed suddenly, ,vith surprising merriment. «Coming 
from anyone else," she said, ''such a statement would tag 
the guy as an insufferable braggart." 

"I wasn't bragging, I was merely stating a fact." 
"I know," she said, "and that is one of the things about 

you that amazes me." 
"However," I said, "I don't believe that a man of ability 

should underrate himself," 
Once again she laughed. "I can believe that! I certainly 

can!" 
We sat there for quite a long time. And at fast she said, 

'Tm going to have to put you out before long; I'm still 
a working girl, you know." 

I said, "You don't have to be. All you have to do is say 
the word and you can have anything you want. Anything." 

"This is rather unlike you, isn't it? I didn't think you 
asked for things. I thought you took what you wanted." 
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"This is my new technique, remember?" 
This time she didn't smile. " . . .  Yes. I remember." Then 

she said, "You frighten me at times , , • did you know 
that?" 

"No. I don't mean to. Why do I frighten you?" 
"You're so sure of yourself. You have such absolute con

fl.dence in your own power to get the things you want." 
"That's the way I am; when I say something, I mean it. 

Remember what I said that night about turning this town 
upside down and shaking it, and you said you would like to 
be around when the money started falling?" 

" • • .  I was only joking." 
"I wasn't joking. Before long I'll hold this town in my 

own two hands. I'll make it sit up and t:tlk just the way I 
want it to talk, like a ventriloquist operating a wooden dum
my. Don't ask me how I'm going t o  do it, just believe ma 
when I say it's going to happen." 

She looked at me for one long moment. "Yes • , • I can 
believe you." 

"You haven't asked any questions," I said, "and l appre
ciate that." 

"It isn't because I haven't wondered. I wouldn't have been 
human, not to have wondered." 

"But you didn't ask, that's the important thing. That's 
the wny wc11 keep it." I took her hand, just her hand and 
:held it. "That coat I gave you," I said. "That was nothing. 
You can have a closet full of coats exactly like it, if you 
want them. That Lincoln that surprised you so . . .  you 
can have a fleet of them, one for every day in the week, if 
you feel like it. That is the way I am going to shake this town. 
That's the way the money is going to fall when I really 
start moving." 

She said nothing, but there was n brightness in her eyes, 
a strangeness, when I glanced at her and she didn't know 
that I was looking. 

"Think about it," I said. 
" . • .  Yes. fll think about it." 
I had her hooked. I could feel it. This was her chance to 
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stop being a working girl and really become somebody. 
Yes sir, beyond a doubt she was hooked. 

Still, it wasn't the time to start grabbing. Instead I let 
go of her hand and stood up. "See you tomorrow?» 

"Yes," she said, "tomorrow." 
Let her think it over. Let her dwell on that fleet of Lin

colns and that closet full of Balmain coats, I smiled and 
walked out of the apartment. 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

TtuT NIGHT I slept like the dead. 
I awoke slowly the next morning. I lny in bed and let 

consciousness creep izently, quietly into my brain, and at 
lust I opened my eyes and saw that the sun was high, 1 
had forgotten to draw the blinds and my drab, cramped 
bedroom was obscenely bright. 

The first thing I thought of was Pat. Maybe I had been 
dreaming about her, I don't remember, but the first thing 
I thought of was the brightness of her eyes and the way she 
had looked at me the night before, and I thought pleasantly: 
Sure as hell, I've got her hooked. 

Then I remembered Calv:ut. 
Ah, yes, Mr. Stephen S. Calvart, and a very tough boy 

he had been, too. But a dead one now. So I .forgot about 
Calvart. 

I padded into the bathroom, brushed my teeth, ran �ome 
hot water and began to shave. \Vhat I needed was some 
coffee, but there wasn't any coffee in the apartment, and 
if there had been it wouldn't have done me much good be
cause I made lousy coffee. But all that would be changed bee 
fore long. Pat would soon be making my coffee in the 
mornings. 

Th�t thought cheered me. I began to whistle ns I lathered 
my face. I bad a feeling that this was going to be a fine 
day, that this was going to be the day the cards started 
falling on my side of the table, First Burton, and then Cal-
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vart, both of them tough boys, but now they were dead 
and I could forget them. Surely, I told myself, that list 
of Venci's doesn't contain any more names that 'Nould 
prove as tough as Burton and Calvart. Surely my luck :.s due 
to change! 

Not tmtil that moment did I remember the letter. 
Christ, what time was it anyway? I didn't have a watch, 

and there wasn't a clock in the place, but I rememben-d Pat 
saying that the postmau usually showed up around ten 
o'clock. 

I finished shaving and got 011t to that mail box as fast 
as possible. The house porter came around antl said it was 
only after nine and the postman hadn't been nround yet. 
I breathed easier. 

It was almost an hour later that the postman finally showed 
up. From down the hall I heard the familiar rattle ol' keys 
the minute he stepped into the building, and I was there at 
the mail box almost before he was. 

"Good morning," I said pleasantly. 
"Mornin','' he said, not looking up. He unlocke,1 the 

boxes, began sorting -out a small bundle of letters, dropping 
the envelopes into the individual slots. 

"Name?" he said. 
'"What?'' . . . not understanding at first what he meant. 
"Your name," he said, still not looking at me, still busy 

at sorting the envelopes. "You got any mail, you might 
a� well take it now, Before I lock up the boxest 

"Oh, !-,fy name's O'Connor, but I'm not expecting any 
mail, Fact is I'm here to pick up Miss Kelso's mail for her. 
She asked me to. That's all right, isn't it?" 

He shrugged. "Sure, it's all right, I guess, if Miss Kelso 
had any mail to pick up. But she don't." 

I felt my insides shrink. "You must be mistaken," I said, 
forcing a la.ugh, forcing myself to remain outwardly cahn. 
"You see Miss Kelso was expecting this letter; she was quite 
certain that it would be in this morning's mail, and she 
wanted me to pick it up for her. Maybe you ovedookfd it." 
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"Didn't overlook it," he said, completely uninterested. 

"Everything for this adress was in that bundle. Noth.in' for 
Miss Kelso." 

My scalp began to prickle. You sonofabitch, I thought 
savagely, if you're holding out on me I'll leave you dead 
right here in the hallway! So help me I'll strangle you if 
you don't come across with that letter! 

He dropped some magazines on the t:tble;i and began 
locking the boxes. 

I made myself calm down, In spite of hls sell-assurance 
he must have overlooked that letter! He must have! Then he 
: bouldered his leather mailbag, nodded and started to go. 
"Please!" I said quickly, licking my lips. "I know this might 
sound crazy to you, but that letter is very important-to 
Miss Kelso. You see, well, I promised I'd get it for her, and 
naturally I don't want to disappoint her. I'd be very grateful 
if you'd look again, just to be sure. Would you do that, 
please?" 

He said nothing. He went on thumbing through the 
bundles of envelopes, and I felt a sick emptiness in the 
pit of my stomach ns bundle after bundle was dropped back 
into the bottom of the hag. 

"Isn't it there?" I asked. "It's there somewhere, isn't it? 
It got misplaced?" 

He finished with another bunclle, the I.ist one, ,md once 
ngain shouldered the bag. "Nope. Just like I told you the 
first time, there's nothin' here for Miss Kelso." 

That letter simply had to be there! I said: wHow nbout 
another delivery? Is it possible that the letter would be 

. delivered later in the day?" 
"Not unless it's special delivery." 
By God, I thought, that would really cook me, if that 

letter turned out to be special delivery. But surely Ellen 
Foster would have noticed a thing like that-sure she would 
- so I immediately ruled out the possibility of special de
livery. 

The postman gave me one look, a sort of fishy look, 
then turned and went out of the building. It was all I could 
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do to keep from yelling at him and mnking him go through 
his bag: all over again. That letter just had to be there some
where! 

But it wasn't. If th;tt letter had fallen into the wrong 
hands, I was good as dead, and I didn't want to admit it. 

What I had to do wa.s think, This was no time for 
breastbeating and wailing. I stood there staring at the mail 
box, that empty mail box, and made myself calm down. 
There was one thing I lmd to do; I had to systematically 
figure out what had happened to that letter. 

Now that letter was mailed around four o'clock yesterday 
afternoon • . .  that's the starting: point, There was just a 
chance that the letter wasn't picked up at all yesterday. If 
that was the case, it wouldn't be delivered until tomorrow, 
since there was only one-a-day delivery service at this ad
dress. Maybe that's what happened, I thought. And I hogan 
to feel better. 

But only for an instant, Oli, no, I thought, that letter was 
picked up all right. If it hadn't been, the police would have 
intercepted it right on the spot. 

That left two possibilities, tv.ro possible explanations as 
to why the letter hadn't arrived here this morning: either 
it hild been lost, or it hacl been intercepted at the main mail 
di.shibution point. 

Then I thought: what are the odds on getting a letter lost 
in the mails? A million to one? Two million to one? The post 
office is a damned efficient organization; they just don't 
lose letters, especially 011 local delivery, often enough to 
make it a possibility. 

That left only one answer, the answer that I had been 
trying to dodge, the answer that I was afraid of. The letter 
had been intercepted by the police. I didn't know how, but 
it h.td happened! 

I had promised myself that I would never be afraid again 
• • . but I was afraid now. 

It was a miracle that I was still alive! The miracle was 
that this apartme.nt building hadn't been swanning with 
cops long before now! By Cod, I thought, I've got to get 
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out of here[ I've got to move faster than I ever moved in 
my life! 

That was when I started nmning. 
I suppose I was running for my apartment, but I can't 

be sure about anything that happened for the next few 
minutes. Panic had seized me and for that instant had com
plete control of me, but instinct alone had probably turned 
me toward my aparhnent. That's where my money was. 
That's where my gun was�the equipment of survival. 

Once I recognized the fact that the letter had been inter
cepted, I knew instantly just the way it must have hap
pened. It had started with that maid, Ellen Foster, who had 
suddenly become so proud of her memory. After thinking 
it over, she must have realized that the name on the letter 
h:idn't been Keaslo a t  all, but Kelso, and she bad probably 
called the cops about it. 

But it couldn't have happened last night, It could only 
have happened this morning, and not early this morning, 
eilhcr, and that was the only-thing that saved me this long. 
Thnt nnd a legal complication that naturally arises when you 
fool with the U. S. Mail, The cops, after they had inter
cepted the letter, probably had gone after Pat's permission 
to open it and act on the information in it. That small time 
lnpse had saved me. It had given the postman time to make 
his regular delivery and arouse my suspicions. 

If the cops had ju.st held up tliat postman I would have 
been cooked hours ago. Blue suits and badges would have 
filled my apartment before J'd even got out of bed. 

All this went through my mind as l ran down the hall4 

way of that apartment building. In a matter of seconds the 
wl1ole story was there, full grown, in front of me. 

But the situation was bad enough as it wns. Sooner or 
later the cops would be here. In a matter of minutes, prob
ably, or even seconds. Surely, they would know the contents 
of Dorris Venci's letter by this time, the news that Roy 
Surratt, Alex Burton's murderer, was at large in Lake City. I 
didn't dare think of the number of police cars that must be 
conve.rbring on this point at this minute, this second. 
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Where I was going from the apartment I didn't know, I 

just knew instinctively that I had to get there first, I had 
to get the gun, the money, the keys to the Lincoln. I didn't 
have enough of a future to plan on . . . the future, after 
I had picked up the essentials, would have to take care 
of it�elf. 

I was about six or eight quick running steps from the 
mailbox, right at the rear entrance uf the apartment build
ing, when I heard the 6rst siren. 

The sound froze me. 
I forgot about the apartment. I forgot, gun, money, keys, 

everything. All I could think about was getting away from 

there as fast ns possible. I hit the rear entrance of the 
apartment building, with a force that almost took the door 
off the hinges. I ran past the garage stall where the Lincoln 
was parked . . . that �leek, beautiful, powerful Lincoln 
that I'd never be able to use again, not even if I had re
membered the keys. They would be looking for that Lin
coln, they would be looking for any kind of car, so I didn't 
even give it a second glance. 

I ran around the row of brick garage stalls, cbwed my way 
through a hedge fence and broke into the open alley behind 
the apartment building. 1 had no time to wonder where 
I was going from here. The first siren was getting louder 
DOW, much louder, and others were beginning to join tho 
screeching chorus. I only knew that I had to keep running 
until I could no longer hear the sirens, and then maybe I 
could stop for a moment and tlunk. 

I darted across the alley and plowed through another 
hedge fence, and there on the other .�ide of the fence was 
·another string of second rate apartment buildings, much like 
the one I had lived in. I ran blindly, headed nowhere in 
particular, just running in panic. It was like a nightmare, 
the harder I r:m the closer the sirens got. I circled the 
apartment buildings and crossed the street which placed me 
a block away from where I had started. A woman coming 
out of a drug store stopped to watch, but I ducked behind 
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another building at the end of the block and didn't see her 
agaio. 

I began to thing about Dorris Venci as I ran. Goddamn that 
warped brain of hersl 

But it was too late for regrets. Too fate for anything but 
nmning, so I ran. 

I stopped in a doorway and tried to get my breath, but 
the sound of those sirens wouldn't let me rest. Every god
damned car on the force must be answering this calll I 
thought. Well, who could blame themi' It's not every day 
that you get a chance to pick up Roy Surratt, defenseless and 
alone, the way he is now! 

:81.1t l kept telling myself: You've got to stop this nmning! 
It's idiotic, all this running when you don't even know where 
you're goingl It only attracts attention. 

When the prowl car went past, sirens scre:1ming, four 
or five people came out of a supermaket to see what was 
going on. I joined them. 

"Land sakes!" a woman was saying. uWhere are the fire 
trucks?" 

"Ifs not a fire,"' a young guy in a white npron said. ''It's 
a police car, I just saw it go by." 

"\Veil, I never heard the likes! \V11at do you suppose . . .  " 
I was afraid they would notice how out of breath I was, 

I eased to the edge of the group and into another doorway, 
Now what are you going to dn, Smratt? Yorlre the genius. 
The perfectionist. The criminal 11hilosopher. You're the one 
11,;11a talks so much about the use of bmins and audacity. Well, 
let's see you get out of this one, if you're so goddamn smart! 

That little pep talk did me more good than anything 
that could possibly have happened; it �tilled the panic; 
it gave me time to think. 

All right, I thought savagely, !11 get out of this yeti How 
about that little business with Calvart? I'd never be in a 
spot tighter than that one if I lived to be a thousand! 

I felt a little better. I didn't feel so much like a pile of 
quivering mush. What I needed right now was a friend. A 
good, strong friend like John Venci • . •  but Venci was 
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dead. I didn't have a friend, I didn't even have an acquain
tance that I could go to for help. 

It was Roy Surratt against the world, 
By now the people who had come out of the supermarket 

had gone back in, or had drifted away. I stood there in the 
doorway wondering what the hell I was going to do. I had 
to get out of this neighborhood somehow, and fast, but I 
had no idea how I was going to manage it until I saw the 
young punk, the kid in the white apron, come out of the 
supermarket loaded down with two paperbags full of 
groceries. There wa.� a Ford sedan ;it the curb in front of 
the supermarket, and that's where he was heading. 

"Just a minute, Joe, I'll get that door for you.'' 
I looked around to see where the voice was coming from, 

and saw the woman coming out of the market carrying 
another, smaller, bag. She was about forty years old and 
looked like a typical miclclleclass housewife. She opened the 
luggage compartment and the kid dumped the groceries 
inside. 

"Thanks, Mrs. Rider. That canned stuff sure is heavy," 
The woman said something and the kid went back to 

the supermarket. Mrs. Rider stood there for a minute, 
frowning and listening to the sirens, then she dosed the 
trunk lid that the punk had forgotten and went around to the 
driver's side of the car. I stepped out of the doorvvay and 
walked over to the Ford. 

"There's been no accident, Mrs. Rider," I said. 
Startled, she snapped her head aroW1d and stared at me, 

"I beg your pardon?" 
"I said there's been no accident. Tho.�e police cars you 

hear, they're looking for me, Mrs. Rider." I didn't have n 
gun to freeze her into silence, and I didn't want her to 
start screaming . . , not until I was close enough to choke 
it off, at least. So I spoke gently, quietly, hoping that she 
would understand her position and be sensible about it. 

I opened the door on the driver's side and said, "I don't 
want to hurt you, Mrs, Rider. That's the last th.ing in the 
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world I want. . . ." But it was no use. I could see the 
screnm coming up in her throat. 

I had to act fast. I jumped inside nnd hit her, I knocked the 
scream out of her before it ever became a sound. Her bead 
snapped back and she fell against the door on the other 
side of the car. I grabbed her and stuffed her down to the 
!four boa rd s. 

She was out cold. 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

IN TUE GLOVE compartment I found an eight inch crescent 
wrench and a state road map. The wrench I slipped into my 
right hand pocket, the map I spread out on my hip and 
studied for four or five minutes trying to decide on the best 
escape route out of Lake City. 

There were several ways to get out of the city, but the 
best ;111d quickest way was a superhighway leading south 
of the city. Just outside the city limits there was an elaborate 
traffic circle that would take you off in about any direction 
you wanted, and I decided this would be my best bet. My 
big problem was getting to that traffic circle before the cops 
set up a roadblock. 

I stuffed the road map back into the glove compartment 
nnd then pulled �frs. Rider up onto the seat and shipped 
lwr a couple of times to bring her out of it. She wasn't 
re:tlly hurt, although she might have trouble chewing on the 
ldt si<le of her jaw for a few days, She was suffering from 
sh�ck mo;e than ':!1ytbing. The slapping took care of that • 

. . . Stop that! 
"That's more like it," I grinned. I had slipped over on the 

passenger's side of the ear and put her under the wheel, and 
now I Imel my hand in my coat pocket, holding the cresent 
wrench like o. gun. 

"Mrs. Rider," I said quietly, qi don't want to be forced 
to use this gun. Now you're not going to make me use the
gun, are you?" 

Th.\t scared her plenty, and I knew I had her in the palm 
of my hand. "Please • • • please put it away!" 
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"Ifs just a precaution, Mrs. Rider; a man in my position 

can't afford to take chances." 
"What • . . are you going to do)" 
"I've got to get out of Lake City, and I've got to do it 

fast. You're going to help me, Mrs. Rider. You are going 
to drive just where I tell you to drive, and ns long as you 
do that you won't be hurt.� 

'Tm . . .  I'm so nervous • . .  I don't think I can drive." 
"Sure you can, Mrs. Rider. All you have to do is keep 

thinking about this gun in my pocket. You keep thinking 
about this gun, and what will happen to you if anything goes 
wro!;!g, and I'm sure everything will be fine. Now start the 
car. 

She was nervous, all right, but she started the car. She 
wns thoroughly convinced that I had a gun on her, and 
would kill her, and she was more than eager to do anything I 
said. 

I directed her west, through the outskirts of Luke City, and 
then we hit the four lane highway :md headed south and I ,  
stopped wo:n,ing about Mrs. Rider. Dut I worried about 
those cops, plenty. 

Those cops with their short wave radios, and their teletype 
machines, nnd their identification experts. What I needed 
was a short wave radio, one like Dorris Vcnci had had in 
her Lincoln. If I had a radio llke that, I'd know if tJ1e cops 
were already busy setting up roadblocks or if they were still 
fooling around that apartment house trying to flush me out 
of some hole. 

But I didn't have a radio and I didn't know a damn 
thing. All I could do was hope. 

Then I glanced at the Ford's speedometer and it was 
nosing up toward 60, and I said sharply, 'Watch your speed[" 

She winced 11s though I had slapped her again, but she 
jumped off that accelerator, "Please!" �he s:iid, almost sob
bing. "You know how nervous I am!" 

"And you know how cops are about speed laws. If we get 
jumped for speeding, Mrs. Rider, I'll be forced to conclude 
that you did it  on purpose and act accordingly. That's some-
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thing you might think over whenever you see that speed
ometer indicate more than 45." 

"I just didn't notice!" she whined. "I had no idea of at
racting the police!" 

"'I assure you,'" I told her, �that such an idea would be a 
most dangerous one." 

Several minutes went by. We said nothing. There wasn't 
a cop in sight, anywhere. After a while I got to thinking, 
maybe it's going to work! Maybe I got the jump on them 
enough to make it work! 

Then, at that moment when I should have been thinking 
"cops" and nothing but .. cops," I fow1d myself thinking about 
Pat. 

That'5 all over now, I thought. Even before it got started, 
it's over. And I felt a kind of emptiness that I had never 
known before. By now she probably knew all about me. By 
now she would know that I had killed Alei. Burton, and she 
wns pl:'obnbly hating my guts like she had never hated any
thing before. 

Strangely, that was my only regret at that moment. All 
around me were the cops, I was just a short jump ahead 
of violent death and I kne\v it . . .  what's more, I had just 
seen my beautiful million dollar blackmail scheme go down 
the sc-..ver . . . still, all I could think of was that Pat was 
hating my guts. 

I didn't know if I loved her . , . or even if I was capable 
of love; but all the same the emptiness was there, cold and 
swollen inside me. Then I caught myself toying with a dan
gerous i<lea, much more dangerous than the one I had warned 
Mrs. Rider about. I caught myself thinking: If I could just 
sec her and talk to her maybe I could get it straightened 
out, After all, she has nothing to go 011. but Dorrils letter; so 
it's my word against Dorris's word. And Dorris Venci, I re
minded myself, had never given her a Bahnain coat, and I 
had. That should make a difference about whose word she 
would take, if I knew anything at all nbout women. 

I had seen Pat's eyes, that night when she had stood 
staring at herself in my mirror, all wrapped up in the fan-
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tastic IUXUIY of that coat. I remembered that night and 
seriously doubted that my past, my prison record, would 
bother her a great deal. 

Then Mrs. Rider made a small surprised sound and the 
car began to slow down. 

I snapped out of it. I sl:muned the door on my sub• 
conscious. 

"What are you doing!" 
". , . Up ahead" she said shakily, licking her lips ner

vously. "The traffic . . .  " 
I saw it then, and my heart hammered against my ribs 

about three times and then seemed to stop. About three or 
four hundred yards down the highway tr:1ffic w:ts beginning 
to pile up . . .  and nobody had to tell me what thL1t meant. 

The police had got a jump ahead of me, They had al
ready set up a roadblock! 

I could fed my world going to pieces right under my feet. 
Jesus! I thought, what am I going to do now! 

But this time I held panic off with hoth hands. This is 
only the beginning, I reminded myself. This is a bad spot, 
hut there are going to be plenty of bad soots before you 
get out of this mess, so you might as well learn to take 
them. 

I grabbed the steering wheel and pulled mth everything 
l ha.d. 

Mrs. Rider screamed. I thought the Ford was coming apart 
as we hit the raised concrete island that clividcd the four 
hme highway, but we got across it somehow. I heard tires 
screech like ripping canvas as the stream of northbound 
traffic tried to jam into the outside lane to keep from 
brondsiding us. 

I didn't give a damn about the traffic. I yelled nt Mrs. 
Rider: "Floorboard it!" 

Now I was perfectly cool and she was the nervous wreck. 
But when I made a move toward my right pocket she made 
a tight, squccling little sound and jammed the accelerator 
to the floor. 

"Coddamnit," I yelled, "take the steering wheel!" 
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Half scared to death, she took the wheel from me and 
the car heeled dangerously as she fought to get it under 
control. She finally got it straightened out without once taking 
her foot from the accelerator. 

I looked back and saw that all the traffc far behind us was 
now crowding over to the outside lane. That meant that 
the cops had seen us trying to escape the roadblock. They 
had opened up with the sirens and were getting ready to 
come after us. 

Well, let them come! Now that the action had started 
I was perfectly calm. I glimpsed the flashing red light on 
top of the police car, but we had a good jump on them. 
They weren't nearly close enough to start shooting, and I 
didn't intend for them to get that close. 

"Faster!" I shouted. 
"l . , . I can't go any faster! The car won't go any faster!" 

Her voice was a highpitchecl whine, almost like a siren. This, 
I thon!-(ht, '"ill ho a day she'll never forgetl This will be a 
day she can tell her grandchildren about-if she's smart and 
stnys alive long enough to have any grandchildren. 

I studied the road ahead foi- a moment, watching the city 
rushing townrd us. I looked back at the cops and saw that 
they were dosing some grotmd, but not enough to catch 
us for a while. At last I glanced at Mrs. Rider's white face, 

"How well do you know this town?" 
She worked her mouth but the words simply wouldn't 

come out. 
I said, "I want you to take the next through street to 

the right, heading right for the heart of town, You under
stand me?" 

She nodded, blinking her eyes rapidly. Goddamn you, I 
thought, you better not start crying! Not while you're driving 
tlus earl About five or six hundred yards up the highway she 
braked and bent the Ford hard to the right. She damn near 
rolled it-there was an eerie, floating sensation as both left 
wheels went up in the air. 

However, thls was Mrs. Rider's lucky day. This was 
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her day to stay alive, in spite of everything. She took that 
comer like a champ at the Indianapolis rnl't'!s. 

My heart was in my throat. "Goddammit!" I started to 
yell, "this is no race you're driving!" Then I <:hnngcd my 
mind and said nothing. This was her lucky day, let her 
ride it out. 

I looked back and couldn't see the police car-but this 
was no permanent arrangement and 1 knew it. \Ve were now 
in a part of Lake City that I had never seen before, :.1 ware• 
house district with several big tractor and trailer jobs parked 
ii.long the shoulders. I said, "Tum left, that next street up 
ahead." I wanted to get off this through street before the 
cops made their tum from the highway. There was no use 
wondering where we went from there. The best plan in the 
world was no good now-I'd just have to make it up as I went 
along. 

Still, I knew something had to be done, and fast. You 
simply don't barrel through a place like Lake City nt 60 
miles an hour, with a cop car oo your tail, without :1ttracting 
some attention. The way things were now going, it was 
only a matter of tirne before the end came, and not much 
time at that. 

Well . . .  there was no time like the present. 
"This will do," I said. 
She didn't understand me, or maybe she was concentrating 

so hard on her driving that she didn't hear. 
"Stop the earl" I said. And this time sl1e understood. She 

shot a panic stricken glance at  me and begun breaking to 
a stop. 

"Now get out," I said, reaching in front of her and opening 
the door. The car had barely come to n stop when I gave 
her a shove and that was the last I saw of Mr.,. Hider. The 
longer I kept her with me the higher the odds became that 
sooner or later she would do something: crazy and I would 
have to kill her. I won,dered if Mrs. Rider appreciated the 
favor I'd done her. Probably she was worrying more about 
the groceries in the luggage compartme11t-that's the way 
women's minds seem to work. 
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l forgot about Mrs. Rider completely. I'd lost the cops 
for a few minutes, but only for a very few minutes. Already 
they would have radioed for help and in a very short time 
this part of Lake City was going to be swarming with 
police. 

Strangely enough, I was perfectly cool now, my mind 
operating with the clean precision of an electronic calculator. 
This car, like its owner, had now become more of a liability 
than an asset-the big problem right now was getting it off 
my hands. But the cops would .find it sure if I just parked 
it and got out; then they would know that I had to be in 
the immediate neighborhood. 

By now I was about four blocks from where I'd dumped 
Mrs. Rider, nnd ahead of me there was a sign: 

RED BALL GARAGE 
DAY AND NIGHT WRECKER SERVICE WE FIX 

FLATS. 
I turned the Ford into the big open doorway of the 

gn.rage. When the motor died I could hear the sirens-more 
than one now. Then I noticed a black bag on the floorboards 
and picked it up. Inside there was a five dollar bill and some 
change-not much, but certainly better than nothing, Mrs, 
Rider, I thought with an almost hysterical gayety, don't 
think I don't appreciate this! I pocketed the money and 
felt an ins:1ne impulse to giggle. 

I got out of the Ford and walked over to where a big 
mnn in grease stained coveralls had his head under the hood 
of a new De Soto. 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

I SAID, "How long will it take to get a valve and ring job on 
this Ford?" 

The mechanic took his head out of the De Soto. "Maybe 
tomorrow I can get started. Maybe this afternoon," 

"No hurry, no hurry at all," I said pleasantly. "What I 
want is a good job. I don't care how long it takes." 
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He shmgged. "All right, tomorrow." Then he screwed up 

his face, thoughtfully, listening. "Sounds like a fue out 
there," he said, finally getting around to l1enring the sirens. 

I preferred to ignore the sirens for the present. "It will 
be all right to leave the Ford here in the garage, won't it?" 

"Sure, . . .  Sure," be said vaguely, still listening. 
There were three or four of them now, and from what I 

could hear, they \vere moving toward the north, away from 
the warehouse district, still looking for that Ford. 

Well, that suited me fine. I figured it would take a while 
before they got around to checking the garages, and by 
that time I hoped to be far away from this part of town; far 
away from Lake City. I got the mech:mic to m:ike out a ticket 
on the repairs he thought I wanted on the Ford, valve job, 
new rings, the works, and then I signed a phony name and 
got out of there. Yes sir, I thought, it's going to take them a 
while to trace that Ford. 

I walked out to the sidewalk and stood there listening, and 
the sound of the sirens was just ;t whisper now, just a hint 
of a scream in the distance. I felt secure for the moment, but 
I knew that wasn't going to last. The odds against me were 
growing fost. The impulse to run, run blindly, was almost 
irresistible, but I put it down. If I had taken time to think 
at the beginning I would be in a much better position at this 
moment: I'd have a gun; I'd have a bankroll; I'd be in a 
position to help myself. 

Well, there was n o  use crying nbout it now. I had to 
figure out n way to get out of here, for nway, and I could 
allow nothing else to occupy my mind until thnt was settled. 

I moved down the sidewalk, cautiouslv, but not too cau
tiously, not so cautiously as to attract attention. I kept my 
eyes open; I regarded everything that crossed my line of 
vision as a possible instrument of escape. Just stay calm, I 
kept telling myself, and something will show up, something 
always shows up to those who wait. Then I saw something 
and thought, this is itl 

What I saw was a railroad track-not the main tracks but 
a spur line that served the warehouse district-and when I 
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reached the end of the block, I saw the lineup of freight 
cars and flatcars pulle<l off on the siding, and a sm,tll fleet of 
big tractor-simi jobs loading. unloading, coming, going. It 
looked like a busy place, and up ahead there w:is an old 
fashioned coal buming switch engine, an<l tlmt started me 
thinking. 

A switch engine, . . . It must mean th:1t the line of 
freight cars was being readied to lenve Lake City. That's 
just what's going to happen, I thought. Those cars are going 
to be coupled togetl1er, th.it switch engine would move the 
whole string out to the main trnck where it would become a 
part of the outgoing freight train getting ready to pull out 
right at this moment. 

And that was when I saw the cops. A big job pulled away 
from lhe track, am! tl,cre 011 the other side of the truck 
was i, hhick and white sedan, a red wan1ing light on top, 
a long, waving short wave antena at the rear. A squad car, 
all right. I was old enough to know a squad car when I saw 
one! 

'Well, I thought, almost trmpted tn smile, they are a very 
efficient crew, these Lake City Police. First roadblocks, now 
they are searching freight cars, and no doubt they already 
had men working the lms stations, deputs, and even the 
airfields. 

Let them search. Let them get it out of their systems-I 
was just glad they had decided to do it now instead of a 
few minuties later, because in a few minutes I intended 
to be in one of those freight c,1rs. 1 intended to punch myself 
a one way ticket to Los Angeles, Philidelphb, Detroit, any
where. I didn't care where it was, just so the name wasn't 
Lake City, 

What I needed was breathing space. thinking time-and 
those cops were fixing it up very nicely. It didn't occur to 
mt' that their scarchiug the train at this particulnr time was a 
very close cull; whut oceurrecl to me was thnt my luck must 
be changing. It must be dunging! Surely th<·y wouldn�t 
come back and seat·ch that trnin again, after having done it 
once . . . .  
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Yes sir, the cards were beginning to fall! 
I waited patiently, watching the activity at the tracks, 

and after a while I saw the cops, two of them, climb out of 
a box car and drive away. 

As soon as the police car was out of sight I began walking 
toward the crack. Not a detail did I miss, for details were 
what my future hinged on. Details could mean the difference 
between living and dying. So I noted carefully that there 
were eighteen cars, four of them flatcars, tv:o refrigerated 
cars, and the others wt!re ur<limuy red-painted bux cars. 

Those box cars are out, I thought immediately. They load 
those things and lock them tight before they are coupled 
with the train . . • and I sure didn't want to find myself a 
prisoner in a box car. The refrigerated cars were out too. 
They offered the advantage of having ventilating and icing 
doors at the top, but too many people were apt to get curious 
about the contents of a refrigerated car, so that left only 
the flatcars, which didn't seem very promising at first. 

But that changed when I saw the two workmen stretching 
the big gray tarp over the tractors. They were bright red 
high-wheeled funn tractors, four of them ancored down with 
cables and pullies on one of the flatcars, and now the work
men were stretching the big tarp over them so they would 
look nice and new when they got to wherever they were 
going. 

It didn't take the workmen long to get tbe tarp lashed 
down to everyone's satisfaction. They dropped off the flatcar, 
'got in a truck and drove away. Most of the trucks and work� 
men were gone now . . . it 'looked like the cars were loaded 
and ready to pull out. 

Sure enough, the switch engine began backing up, the 
engineer leaning out the far side of the cab to get his signals 
from the brakeman. 

Now! I thought. It's now or never if you want to get out 
of Lake City alivel I broke into a jog, being careful to keep 
a box car between me and the brakeman. I swung up to the 
flatcar and squeezed under the edge of the tarp. 

This was the dangerous time. This was a time for holding 
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my breath and hoping th,1t brakeman hadn't seen me. 

Apparently he hadn't. Nobody yellt•<I. nobody sh1l·k his 
ht>ad under the tarp to �ee what the l1dl I was doing there, 
so apparently I had brought it oH perfectly and nobody at 
all had seen me. 

I bre.-ithcd easier , • , cvrrything was coming out jtist 
right. Of course this flatcar nJlllcln't be ca1led first class travel, 
but it would clo. Up ahead I could hear the cars com
ing together. mupling, with teeth-jarring rattles. And then 
the car direct!�· ahead smashed into my flatcar and slammed 
me hack against one of the tractors. One of the hig lugs 
011 the trnctor's r�ar wlll'l'l tore my coat as I grabbed for 
smm-thing to hold to- hnt tlrnt didn't bother me. Nothing 
could bother me nO\V, I was as good as out of Lake City! 
In 1,pite of the police. in spite of their d,1borate communi
cation svstern and their mad block�! 

At last the l'ntire string of cars was coupled together and 
we began to move forward. \Ve movt,d forward for maybe 
ten minutes, then st()ppPtl. Then we moved in rever.�e for 
a short distance, then forward again. I couldn't see what was 
going on. but I knew that a ct'rtain :imount of switching had 
t'o be done to get us on the right track. 

I dou't know how many times we went forward, stoppea, 
then went bnckward and finally forwnrcl again. It seemed like 
a long timt'. .1.� I croud1t,d there under the tarp in semi-dark
m•ss, being slammed against the steel of those tractors every 
time the engineer changed directions. Finally we stopped 
and this time we didn't move again. I l1card the switch 
eng-inc break off and move away by itself. 

It won't he long now, I thought. \Ve're on the right tmck, 
now ,lll I have to do is wait. 

I waited for what seemed like hours and nothing hap
pened. Nothing at all. Every so often I could hear somebody 
crnnch past 011 tlie cinders beside the track, and I died a 
little every time. and thought: What the hell am l going 
tu clo if it's n r,1ilroad inspector and he slicks his heacl under 
this tarp, or the cops coming �ack for a second look) But 
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they always went on, and after a while my heart would start 
beating normally again. 

If only I had a gun, I kept thinking. • , • 
But I didn't have a gun. 
And what was holding up this string of cars? Why didn't 

a train pick it up and get it moving? 
I didn't know the answer, and I didn't dare stick my head 

under that tarp to try to find out. I crouched there, and the 
long minutes and hours crawled by, and at last I realized thnt 
the sun had moved from one side to the other on the tarp 
and that at least four or five hours must have gone by since 
I first swung onto this flatcar that I was now beginning to 
hate, 

That was when I Snnlly realized that that string of cnrs 
wasn't going anywhere. Not today, anyway, Maybe not for 
a week, or even a month! 

The TP:ilization cnme slowly, but probably it had been in 
the back of my mind all along and I had simply refused 
to look at it. But there was no getting aroWld it now. I was 
stuck! I was on a train going nowhere! 

At that moment I was utterly defeated. All I could think 
of was-this is the end of the line! The hand had been played 
out. 

For several minutes, maybe longer, I wallowed in the 
muck and slime of self-pity-but finally I pulled myself out 
of that. By Cod, I told myself, I've got to get myself out of 
this! 

But one thought kept hammering at me. Jesus, if I only 
had a gunl I was rapidly becoming a nut on the idea of 
not having a gun. What I needed right now was a friend 
like John Venci to give me a gun and a bankroll. 

I might as well have wished for a platinum plated key to 
Fort Knox. No sir, l thought, it's going to take more than 
wishing to get out of this, Surratt. • , , 

The·n one word, one name crossed my mind. . • . Patl 
I hadn't dared think of her until now. The minute that 

letter hnd been intercepted I made myself stop thinking 
about her. No matter what I had felt about her, or what she 
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had felt about me, I had to accept the fact that Pat must 
now hate my guts because she knew that I had killed Alex 
Burton. 

But now I started thinking in a new direction, almost an
other dimension. 

The question I asked myself w,1s: Did Pat actually know 
thilt I had killed Burton? All she had was the word of an 
unbalanced wom,111, to put it kindly, and was there :my 
particular re,1son that she should take tl1e word of a gang
ster's wife against mine? 

Jesus, I thnught, the excitment of the iden beginning to 
grip me, I wonder if I actually could bring her around! I 
wonder if I could somehow make her believe that I ht1d 
nothing to do with that Burton killing! 

The fact was. I had ver�' little choice in the matter. My 
position right now was muc:h the same (ls it had been in 
prison. Lake Citr was my prison, all e,-its were locked to 
me, and to crash out succt·s.�fully I simply h.id tu have 
help . • , and P,1t was the only possible pcrnon who might 
give it. 

I could hear my every lwartheat as I cmuc:-lwd there by 
the tractors. If l bring this off. I thought, it will be the 
most audacious action of mv ('areer. 

However. any debate on ·the matter would he purely ac• 
ademic, for Pat held my Jife in her hands. Either she would 
help me, or she wouldn't. Either I would die, or I wouldn't, 
Strangely enough I was · perfol't ly cairn as I considered the 
possibilities. The first thing I've got to do is get to a pl10ne, 
I thought. I've !(ot to contact Pat and I've got to give the 
most convincing perfonnunce of my life! 

Beyond that point there was no sense m,1king plans. 

In the distance I could lwar those oul•of-tnne electronic 
chimes banging out every quarter hour. The distance that 
those discordant !i0t1nds could cover was positively amazing, 
but at least they were functional. By p11ying attention to the 
chunes I now knew that it was five o'clock und that seven 
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full hours had passed since the police cars had first started 
closing in on my apartment. 

• Only seven hours? It seemed like a lifetime ago! 
Getting started was the tough part. I had begun to as

sociate a feeling of security with this flatcar. I began to hate 
the thought of leaving it. I began to think what a nice 
thing it would be if I could curl up into a tight little knot 
and lie there in the quiet darkness and pretend that every
thing was going to work out fine, just the way it was, and it 
really wasn't necessary to return to that jungle fury that 
lay on the other side of the tarp. 

I lifted the tarp just a littlo and looked outside. Just as I 
· had figured, the string of cars had been left on a siding. I 
looked out at · an amazing network of steel tracks only 
slightly less complicated than the human nerve system, and 
beyond the tracks there were several sprawling redbrick 
buildings and a liigh wire fence. I had a look on the other 
side of the car and decided this would be my best bet. In 
this direction there were very few tracks. There was a maze of 
cattle pens and loading chutes. Most of the cattle pens were 
empty and there was no sign of unusual activity-certainly 
there were no cops in sight. 

Well, I thought, I might as well take the plunge. 

CHAPTER TWENTY 

THE AFTERNOON papers were in a wire rack in front of a 
drugstore and I could read the hendlines from half a block 
away. KILLER LOOSE IN LAKE CITY. 

I'd been almost an hour getting completely away from 
the freight yards, finding my way out of that maze of cattle 
pens and trying to watch out for cops at the same time. I 
had :fl.nally made it this far, mnybe two or three blocks away 
from the yards, to that crummy, down-at-the-heel section of 
the city that always ieems to thrive clo.�e to the tracks. I 
had made it this far witli no trouble. Not a single pair of 
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eyes had given me :i. second glance, and just as I was feeling 
that everything ·was going nicely, that headline hit me. 

What really jarred me was the picture. I had never been 
riews like this before-I wasn't accustomed to seeing a three 
column cut of myself on the front page just below a black 
two inch screamer. 

Are all these people blind! I thought. How can they look 
at me and foil to recognize me as the "killer"? 

Then I looked ,tt myself in a plateglass window and under
stood. The man I saw in the glass was not the best looking 
man in the world, and certainly not the neatest, but he 
was wearing a good suit, a tie, a shirt with a button-down 
collar. Even I had trouble believing that the man ,vho bad 
sat for those prison mug shots in the paper could he the �ame 
man looking back at me from the pfateglass window. Well, 111 
be damned! I felt an impul�e to laugh. 

But I put it down immedfately. 
A trained eye, a cop's eye, would spot me in an instant 

. . .  and the cops were the only ones who counted in this 

game of life and death that I was pbying. Don't forget 
that, Surratt. Don't forget it for an instant! 

I didn't forget it, but I did feel a little better until a cop 
stepped onto the sidewalk abo.ut four doors down from where 
I was standing! 

l\fy heart stopped still. He was a big sonofabitch. two 
hundred at least; he had just stepped out of a chili joint 
and still had a toothpick in his mouth. He wiped his mouth, 
then planted himself solidly in the middle of the _sidewalk 
and glared hard at some point in the distance that seemed 
to anger him. 

You stay just like that, I thought, easing into a doorway. 
You turn your head, you fix those steelball eyes of yours on 
my face, copper, and you11 be the deadest sonofobitch in 
Lake City! 

It was complete nonsense. of course, because I had no gun 
and I certainly couldn't have lumdled a cop his size with 
my bare hands . . .  but it m:1de me feel a little better just 
thinking it. As I thought it I eased into the doorway. I 
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reached behind me and opened a door. Make it look naturaL 
I told myself, as I turned and stepped through the doorway 
into what seemed to be another hash house. 

The last I saw of that cop he was still standing there in 
that same spot, rocking slightly on the balls of his feet, his 
gaze still fixed angrily on that uncertain point in the distance, 
Maybe his feet hurt. Maybe he was mad because the cap
tain had passed him over for promotion. You just keep think
ing about ·it, I thought, whatever it is. 

I closed the door and began to breathe again. 
There was a woman behind the counter who looked nt me 

when I came in but all she saw was just another drifter, in 
a world of drifters, who might be worth the price of coffee 
and sinkers, but that was all. There were two customers at 
the counter having the house special, stew, but they were too 
busy eating to be curious. 

I headed for the phone booth. 
I was perfectly calm until I dropped the coin in the slot 

and began to dial. That was when my insides began to crawl, 
that was when I fully realized how important these neltt 
few minutes or seconds could be to me. They could mean that 
I would either live or die-that's how important they were! 
All Pat h.td to say was "no" and I was dead. Just as sure 
as she could point a pistol at my head and pull the trigger. 
She could kill me. I absolutely had to have her help or l 
was cooked, really cooked this time, and nobody was more 
aware of that fact than I. 

Of course that wasn't all I had to worry about. I had the 
cops to think of-all those cops with their elaborate organ
ization. How much did they really kno"i or could guess about 
me and Pat? Were they guessing enough to figure it would 
be a paying proposition to tap her telephone? If they were, 
I was still cooked, I might as well go back to the flatcar 
and wait for the end. 

Those were a few of the things that went through my 
mind at that moment, but I kept dialing, There wa11- nothing 
else to do, 

I listened to the ringing at the other end. Once • • • 
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twice • , , three times , • . I listened so hard thnt I began 
to imagine that I could hear someone breathing on the line, 
But that was not possible. If Pat were playing seriou�ly with 
the cops, and they had her line tapped, I would know it. They 
would have an extension connected and would try to lift 
the' receivers at the same exact instant, and a man on the 
other end could tell when two circuits were opened instead 
of one, if he only listened hard enough. 

I kept telling myself that I could tell the difference, but 
every time that phone rang at the other end I became less 
and less sure of myself. Four times it rang . • • Five 

times . • . •  
Why didn't she answer? If she was in the apartment, 

certainly she would have had plenty of time to get to the 
phone by now! It hadn't occurred to me that she might not 
be in the apartment. It simply hadn't occurred to me that she 
wonlrln't be tht>re when I needed her! 

Six times the phone rang . •  , , Still no answer. 
I wanted to hang up and get out of there. Every instinct 

told me that something was wrong-maybe the cops were 
holding things up for some reason. Maybe they were putting 
their tracer - to work, or maybe they simply had got their 
equipment fouled somehow, but with every second th.'lt 
passed I felt it stronger and stronger. Something was wrong. 

Then the receiver came off the hook. It was absolutely 
clean. Click, and it was off, and Pat's voice was saying: 

", , • Hello?" 
It was a strange thing, the way I felt at that moment. I 

forgot the cops, I forgot all fear for that instant, as Pat's 
voice sounded in the receiver-a quiet voice, somehow 
soothing the ragged edges of my nerves. For the first time, 
I guess, I was beginning to realize how much I missed her, 
how much I needed her. Not just for the present, as a me..1ns 
of escape, but realiy needed her, 

"Pat," I said quickly, "don't hang up! Please don't hang up 
until I've explained sometl1ing! It's very important!" 

I didn't know how much the cops had worked on her; I 
didn't know how many of the papers she had read or how 
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much she had believed. I was taking no chances. I simply 
couldn't let her hang up until I had a ch.mcc to convince 
her that I hadn't killed Alex Burton. 

"Pat, do vou hear me!" 
For one long moment she said nothing. I wns afraid that 

she was going to hang up. I was afraid tlrnt she wasn't going 
to give me a cho.nce to talk her :iround , . . aJ'ld there was 
11othing I could do to St(lp it. All she lrnd to do was replace 
tht' receiver, refuse to tall: to inc. . , 

At last she said, "The police were just here, they left just 
n few moments ago." Tl1ere was nothing soothing in her 
voice now. It was tightly drawn and rough ,yith hat,•. "They'll 
£lnd you, and I hope it's soon. It can't be too soon to suit mel'" 

"Listen to mel" I said, the words cnming as fast as I 
could talk. "Pat, you've simply got to listen to mel I know 
what the cops have been telling you, and I know what 
you've been rending in the papers, but those things simply 
aren't true, not all of them anyway. You'll Usten to me, 
won't you. for old times' sake if for nothing else?" 

She made no sound at all. 
"Su.re," I rushed on, "my name ls Roy Surratt, nnd once 

I killed a lousy sadist, a guard named Corp:an, hut t•ven 
that was in self-defense. I don't care what the cops told 
you or what you read in the newspapers. I didn't have any
thing to do with that Burton killing!" 

This time she did make n smnll so1md, a verv small sound 
that meant absolutely nothing except pos�ihly :t,kind of bith!r 
interest had been aroused. 

But I wasn't getting anywhere. I could feel it. Maylw I was 
crazy about her, but that didn't mean that she hacl to feel 
the same toward me. Oh, no, I was thinking, this Is no tim� 
to kid yourself about a thing like that, St1m1tt. The only 
real' tie you ever had to her was money, money thnt coulcl 
buy Lincolns and Paris coats. So do11't �et the idea that soft 
sonp will bring her around. Money, that's the thing women 
understnnd! 

"Now listen to.me, please!" I snicl. "This is very impor
tant; my life depends on it. Maybe your future depends Oil 
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it, too, Pat. I'm going to tell you the truth, the absolute 
truth, so will you listen?" 

She didn't say yes, but she didn't say no, either. I had the 
feeling that she was holding her brea.th . . • waiting. 

"All right," I went on quickly, "rln ynn TP.memht>r what I 
said about giving this town B shaking? Well, that's just what 
I did. I had it by the throat, I had the sweetest, most 
lucrative setup a man can imagine, but . . .  Well, something 
went wrong. What I'm trying to say is this: I need help, but 
I'm ready to pay for it. I'm not asking you to take chmices 
for the sake of .friendship or anything like that. I'm ready to 
pay." 

But I was getting the uneasy feeling that she wasn't even 
listening. Goddammit, I thought savagely, what have I 
got to do to make )ler listen to me! I could almost see her, 
standing there like a stone cold statue, as unfeeling and 
deaf as a statue. "Jesusl" I said, "won't you please listen to 
me, Pat! Are you still thinking about Burton; is that what's 
bothering you?" 

Still she said nothing. 
"Look," I said quickly, changing directions again, "you're 

not going to believe anything Dorris Venci said, are you? 
Let me tell you something nbout Dorris Vend; she was 
nuts! Absolutely and completely nuts! Somehow she got the 
crazy idea that she loved me, and that's the reason she 
wrote you the letter. I brushed her off and that burned her 
up. She wanted to hurt me, so she wrote you that letter 
full of lies." 

I tried to think of something to add, but I had said just 
about everything there was to say. I could feel the ground 
falling out from under me. I understood pedectly well that 
my story was full of holes, but I could have plugged the 
holes if only she had given me a chance. 

I felt completely helpless. And then, at last, she spoke. Her 
voice sounded as though it were coming all the way from 
the moon. 

", . .  What kind of help • . .  do you want?'' 
I almost collapsed with relief. My heart began to pump 
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again. "A gun," l said, before she i:oulcl ch:mgt> her mind. "A 
revolver if you can fincl one, but this is not my clay to be par
ticular. just so it's• a gun. And somt' cartridgt>.s to lit the 
gun. Ami a good road map of the state-a really good one, 
the kind they sell in drugstores for a dollar or �c>- nncl a car. 

I don't care what kind of a car, just so it runs and isn't hot." 
" . . .  Is that :1!1?" 
Christ! I thought, what a wom:m she is! I ask for the 

sun and the moon and the stars, :md she wants to know is 
tha[ all1 "Yes," I said, "that's quite all. \Vith a car and a 
gun and a good map to tell me wherc• they're likely to throw 
up their roadblocks, :i division of Marines couldn't stop me!" 

... . .  The map will he simple," she said flatly. "I have a 
small autnmatic mysclf-.25 caliber, I believe it is-and some 
cartridges . . . .  " 

I wasn't exactly an nmateur with n gun; you c.lon't h:we 
to have :i cannon to stop a man, if you know how to shoot. 
"The automatic will do fine. What :\bout the car?" 

"I know a used car lot that will still be open. I've hecn 
shopping there for an inexpensive car for my own use-there 
shouldn't be any trouble." 

Yes, I thought, with surprising bitterness, I suppose you 
will ncecl a car of your own now, "The used car lot sounds 
right," I said. "How long do you think it will take?" 

"_ : . An hour. perhaps. More important is the expense
it will take a good deal of money, most of my savings . . . .  " 

l grinned and thou�ht: By God. you were right all along, 
Surratt! Money's the thing that brings them around! I tried 
to think of a figure that would sound impressive but not 
ridiculous. '"Don't you worry about the expenst'," I said. "I 
told you I was ready to pay. Ten thousand dollars, that's what 
it will be worth to you." 

" . . .  Where shall I meet you?" 
"Harrison at Fourth Street, down hy the tracks." 
"In about an hour?" 
"An hour will be perfect." 
Only then did she hang up. 
How do you like that! I thought. You'll never completely 
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understand women, Surratt. You might as well admit it. One 
minute they're cold as stone, the next minute they're laying 
their necks 011 the block for you! 

But Pat Kelso was quite a woman just the same. She was 
my kind of woman; she had just proved it. She was beau
tiful, she had class; and she didn't let a few personal 
scruples stand in her way when she saw a chance to pick 
up ten grand. But she was going to go right through the 
ceiling when she fpund out there was no telf grand! 

Well, no matter how fast you try you can t�ke just one . 
step at a time, so I'd worry about that problem when I 
got to it. Very gently, I hung the receiver back on the hook, 
smiling. 

At the counter I paid the waitress for the sandwich and 
coffee, had her put the sandwich in a bag and took it with 
me. 

It was beginning to get dark outside-I was glad of that. 
Not that it made much difference. These people had lost 
the knack of seeing beyond their own noses, and not one 
out of ten thousand would have recognized me anyway. Cops 
-they were the only people to worry about. 

So I was careful as I came out of the hash house and was 
glad to see that my blue suited friend down the block had 
plodded on his way. I noticed a springiness to my step 
that hadn't been there before. It was almost as though a 
heavy weight had been removed from my shoulders, and 
the world was once more a tolerable place to live in. 

I ate my sandwich in a fifteen cent movie house on Har
rison Street. I kept my eyes on a neon lighted clock to one 
side of the screen and thought: Now Pat has the gun in her 
bag; now she has the cartridges; now she is putting on her 
coat-not the Balmain coat, just a plain one-to go to the 
drugstore; now she's at the drugstore buying the map; now 
she's on her way to the car lot . . . •  

It was almost as though I could actually see her. Forty-five 
minutes to go. Thirty minutes to go. Christ, don't get into 
an argument with that car dealer! I thought. This is no time 
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to haggle over prices. Pay the sonofabitch what he wants, 
but get the car! 

Fifteen minutes to go. 
I m:tde myself sit there a few minutes longer. I was rom

pfotely safe as long as I sat here in the darkness, but once 
I stepped out there on the street there was no w,ty of 
knowing what would happen. No sense begging for trouble. 
Sit here and wait it out, that's the thing. 

Ten minutes �to go. 
Surely, I thought, she hits the car by now. The car 

dealer knows her and there should be a minimum of red 
tape. An hour she had. said. Well, I had waited fifty 
minutes and couldn't take it any longer-I got up and walked 
out. 

Outside the movie house there were the t1Sunl clri£ters, 
down-at-the-heel refugees from limbo, but no cops. Where 
are the cops, nnyway? I thought. With a killer on the loose 
you'd think they'd have two cops on every corner, There 
wasn't a cop anywhere, as far as I could see. Maybe this 
was the night of the Policemen's Ball, or maybe they were 
t90 busy ogling prostitutes and shaking down bookies to 
bother with a mere killer. No matter wh:1t the reason, there 
were no cops in sight and t):iat was the important thing. I 
stepped out onto the sidewalk and walked casually toward 
Fourth Street. 

Fourth was a dark street, an ugly ditch tl1at someone had 
plowed through a cement city and had forgotten to fill up. 
It wasn't much to look at but i t  suited me fine. I turned 
the corner at Harrison and strolled about a quarter of the 
way down Fourth. The sun had died. While I had been m 

the movie house darkness had come down on the city. 
Darkness was a good thing. It was just what I'd ordered. 

I stood in the doorway of a darkened pawn shop and waited 
for Put to come with a new option on my contract with 
destiny. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

SHE HIT THE hour-mark right on the nose, as well as I could 
tell waiting there in the darkness. I saw a tan Ford pull up 

· at the comer of Harrison and Fourth and I knew it was 
Pat; I could feel it. I could feel the. elation bubbling up 
inside me. It's all over but the yelling, I thought. Soon I'll be 
out of this town for good! 

I stepped out of the darkened doorway and waved and 
she saw me immediately. I felt like a million dollars. I could 
feel myself grinning, By God, I thought, not one man in ten 
thousnnd could bring off an escape like this-but I will! I 
can feel it in my bones! 

It wasn't a new Ford, far from it, but it seemed to be 
running all right and that was the thing that mattered. I 
didn't have it in mind to outrun the police-I was going to 
outsmart them! Pat turned onto Fourth and I was waiting 
at the curb. I was inside before she had braked to a. com
plete stop. 

�I certainly nm glad to see you!" I said. "For the first time 
in my life I was close to admitting defeat." 

She glanced llt me but said nothing, which didn't sur
prise me. She seemed nervous, but who wouldn't be nervous, 
considering the spot she had put herself on? But she was 
still the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and I had a 
crazy impulse to grab her right there, and to hell with 
everything else. 

That was one impulse that I squashed in a hurry. Another 
day, I thought. Another clay when I've gone into business 
somewhere else; and then I'll reully buy her that fleet of 
Lincolns; then we'll really begin to live, the two of us. 

She put the Ford in gear and said, ''Where do you want 
to go?" 

"Someplace where you can get a taxi without too much 
trouble, Yeu've clone your share, and a fine job it was too, 
The rest is up to me." 

"I know a place near Lincoln Avenue • • •  will that be 
all right?" 

143 
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"Lincoln Avenue is ll.ne. How about the gun; you brought 

it, didn't you?" 
"It's in my pocket. I'll give it to you ·in a minute." 
Maybe I should have noticed that everything was not as it 

should have been. 1-lavbe I should have noticed the flatness 
of her voice, the cold1;ess of her beautiful face . . .  but the 
fact is that I didn't notice; I was too busy congratulating 
myself. I was too busy devouring the beauty of her face to 
notice the coldness. Aud when I finally did notice, it was 
too late. 

I was hardly aware that she had braked the Ford and 
was pulling up to the curb. Then she looked at me and 
there was something in her eyes that made me look around, 

:say, I t?o:;1ght Li1�coln Avenue was more to the west." 
. . . It is, she said. 

Then I saw the gun. But it was much, much too late to 
do me any good. It was a small gun; it looked almost like 
a toy, even in her small hand. 

It was no toy. A .25 caliber shig can be an awfully big 
piece of lead if ytm catch it in the right pface. I stared 
at the gun, and the muzzle was looking me right in the 
belly, pointed right at the soft midsection just below the 
center of the rib cage, just about where my liver would 
be. 

"\Vh:it is this?" I said. Trying not to swe:it so much, trying 
not to see what w:is perfectly obvious. plf this isn't Lincoln 
Avenue, why did you stop?" 

"Don't you kriow?" 
"No, I don't know. And for Christ's sake, don't you know 

better than to point a gun at a person unless you mean to 
kill liim?" 

She almost smiled, hut not quite. 
Strani;:ely, I was not scared. Certainlv I was not so sh1pid 

that I did not recognize the situation for what it \vas. I Imel 
not convinced her of anything-that much was clear to me 
now. I had succeeded only in convincing myself that ev1:ry
thing was going to be all right, because that was wh:tt I 
wanted to believe. 
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But not Pat. I hadn't fooled her for a minute. She was 

just as sure as she had ever been that I had kilkd Alex 
Burton. When would I ever learn that it didn't pay to 
underrate women! 

.!1-laybe I would· never get a t'hance to leam-for Pat 
meant to kill me. There was no doubt about it. She· didn't 
mean for the electric chair to do it; she was going to do it 
hcr.;elf. 

Strangely, I was not afraid. I simply did not believe that 
a girl like Pat had the kind of guts fr took to pull the 
tri�;gcr on another human being. 

I made myself smile. I made myself think that it was 
some kind of fantastic joke. I made myself say quite calmly, 
"All right. you've got something on your mind. You might 
u.� well tell me nbout it now." 

For one tense moment I thought she actually was going 
to shoot. I shifted my glance quickly from the gun to her 
face and was shocked to see that she was no longer beautiful. 
The hand of hate had strained and drawn her face almost 
beyond recognition-oh, there was plenty of hate there, m:ore 
than enough to kill . But somehow I had the feeling that she 
was not going to pull the trigger. 

I said, "Why don't you give me that automatic? You look 
pretty silly, and you know you're not going to use it." 

". : . You killed him." A voice without tone. A ddeated 
voice. I thought. "The kindest, gentlest man I ever knew. 
The onh- man I ever loved. You killed him." 

"But ·r explained all that," I said patientl y. "When I 
talked to you. This crazy woman, this Dorris Venci, she wrote 
von that letter because she was mad at me. She knew how 
it was with you and Burton. 11 lot of people did. She knew 
that she could make you hate me if she could convince you 
tliat I had something to do with the Burton murder, That's 
tixactlv the re,lson she wrote the letter. You're much too 
sensib'ie n girl to swallow a story like that." 

"Mrs. Venci didn't even mention Alex Burton in her letter," · 
Pat said ffotly. · 

That stunned me. 
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''What did you sayl" 
"Mrs, Venci made no mention of Alex Burton. She identi

fied you as Roy Surratt. an escaped convict, and warned me 
to have nothing to do with you." 

"That was all she put in that letter\" 
"That was all.n 
Je5usl I thought, what an idiot I've been! "Look 

You've got this figured all wrong. I can explain it; believe 
me, I can!" 

"Can you, Mr. Surratt?" 
No, I couldn't. There was no way in the world to explain 

my way around a blunder as momentous as this one. 
"Roy Surratt!" she said, staring right through me. "You 

actually believe, don't you, that you are some kind of superior 
being on this earth. You don't consider it necessary to an
swer to all us underlings for your actions, no matter what 
they may be. Roy Surratt! Master criminal! Philosopher[" 

She laughed then, and it was not a pretty sound. "The 
gall of you! The audacity! How dare you behave as though 
you were the only person on earth possessed of the ability 
to think, to analyze, to define! Your enormous ego is your 
greatest weakness; did you know that? How could you-have 
believed that you could kill a man like Alex Burton and get 
away with it?" 

"Take it easy," I said soothingly, watching that automatic. 
"Just take it easy, won't you, and please remember that in 
this country a person is innocent until proven guilty." 

"I know you are guilty," she said tightly. "I think I've 
known it from the flrst moment I saw you,"· 

"That doesn't make much sense, does it? After all, you 
did go out with me. You did accept that coat, and you did 
enjoy my company, Does tl1at sound as though you suspected 
me of killing your friend." 

Suddenlv she smiled, and it was like no smile I had ever 
seen befo;e, "That incredible egol You believe whnt you 
want to believe and nothing else. Couldn't you see thnt the 
very sight of you made me sick!" 

Just keep her talking, I thought. Sooner or later she will 
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relax and I'll grab that gun. Then we1l see whether my ego's 
('I weakness! I said, uHow about the night I g:we you the 
coat, Are you telling me that was an act too?" 

I'd hit her with something that time. The e-0lor drained from 
her face and for an instant I thought she was going to col
lapse. But she didn't, and the automatic didn't w;1ver. " • •  , 
Yes," she said quietly, almost whispered, " . . .  I wanted that 
coat. It represented something to me, it brought back mem• 
ories of elegance, a way of life that I had once known." 

I kept pushing. "And you still mu.intain that you suspected 
me all along of killing Burton?" 

". . . I'm thinking of the first time we met outside the 
apartment," she breathed, almost to herself. "In front of 
the factory office building, you were waiting there." 

"J remember." 
"You mentioned the night that Alex was killed. You 

noted the fact that Alex apd I had been to the University 
Club and later the Crestview." 

"Is there something wrong with that?" 
"It was the first time I had been with Alex to cithrr of 

those places. \Ve , . .  weren't together much in public." 
"111 bet," I said, still with a hit of bitterness, remembering 

a certain chafing dish, a certain bedroom :lnd photograph 
that I had hated, even before I had known that it was of 
Alex Burton. 

"How did you know," she asked, "that Alex had taken me 
to tlmse particular pl.ices on that particular night?" 

"I don't know. f,.faybe I read it in the· paper." 
"It wasn·t in the paper. No one knew, jli!;t a few club 

members and the police-not the kind of people you would 
associate with. You followed us that night, that's how you 
knew. You followed us, and after Alex left me nt my ;tpart
ment vou killed him." 

Sh,/ didn't have to draw it :my plainer than tl1at. Sl1c had 
me pegizcd. She'd had me pegged from the very first. She 
had stuck to me, played up to me, waiting for me to make 
a mistake! 

Wt-II, I'd made the mistake. 
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It was strange-but I didn't seem to cue. I didn't feel 

smart anv more. I didn't feel like a Master Criminal. I 
didn't fe,_;I like a wise guy, either, who knew all the answers. 
All I folt was the emptiness. ". . . All right," I s:1id finally, 
"I killed him. Is that what you want to hear? He was a lousy, 
thieving, no-good bastard, and I killed him.n 

That was when she shot me. 

It was strange, but I didn't hear the explosion, That little 
automatic was no more t9an a foot away and I didn't even 
hear it. It was the shock, I suppose. The bullet went through 
me like a beam of light opening a path in the darkness. A 
very srnnl.l piece of lead, not as large as your little finger. The 
impact knocked the breath out of me. I couldn't move my 
ht•ad. The entire lower part of my body was numb. My 
spinal column must be shattered, I thought. I wonder what's 
keeping me alive? 

That w:1s the last I remembered for a long, Jong while. 
Darkness closed in, and when I opened my eyes again it 
was in the white glare of a hospital room with cops standing 
nround like angry statues, glaring down at me. 

"What dn you think?" someone asked. 
And another voice said. "\Ve can patch him up well 

enough to walk to the chair." 
And thnt was when I stopped worrying nbout myself; my 

end was certain. I was aboard a slow freight bnund for 
oblivion, my body half dead, only my brain fully ;-ilive. 
It's reallr too bad, I kept thinking. It's really quite a sluune 
that it has to end this way because we'd have made a hell 
of a pair, Pnt and I. 

I didn't hate her. I no longer had the strength to support 
nn emotion ns violent as hate. The onlv thing left was a 
feeling of emptiness, a vague sort of inco;npleteness, a whis
pered fear that I had missed something somewhere along 
the line. . . . 

But it didn't matter now. 
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